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Rules and Directions, which may enable Gent meg 
and Ladies to Sing agrecably- | 


HOUGH. the firſt Requifite to make an 
accompliſhed Singer is a fine Voice, yet an 
indifferent Voice, by the Help of Taſte and Man- 

+ ner, will give more Pleaſare than the fine Voice 


without. them. Lis not merely finging in Time 
and Tune; but there muſt be an Eaſe and Elegance, 
which may be improved by the ſubſequent Rules, 


« 1 F e a ＋ 
ke: K t K Bo 3 nd 
EVER be aſk'd twice to fing; for to be 
"VN over ſqueamiſh in that Particular ſavours of 
low Breeding and ill Manners, and is impolitie 
too: For tis always dangerous to raiſe an Ex- 
pectation beyond the Scale of Satisfaction; which 
Precaution, 1 hope, will be an infallible Cure for 
all fictittous Colds, Hoarfneſſes, Want of Prae- 
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INTRODUCTION. 
RULE 1. 
8 Poetry and Muſic are Siſter-Arts, they cer- 
tainly ought not to be Enemies to each other; [ 
it is therefore abfolately necefſary that Ladies . 
Gentlemen ſhould ſing Uttinetly & and intelligibly, ſo 


mat the Words may be comprehended, and chat the 
Senſe is not quaver d away by the Sound. 


R Y L E Ii. 


Ait is the Bufmeſs of the Compoſer to make 
the Sound - Echo to the Senſe, ſo it is the 
Buſmeſs of the Singer alſo, with this Addition, that. 4 
his Geſture, as wa as his Voice, be Axcordant,. jo. to- 


ev Note. 
* RULE fu. 


8 there is a Satiety i in all Things, or (to ule 
/ \ » the vulgar Phrafe,) as tao much of one thing is 
goo 


for New ea it is highly requiſite to know when 
5 finiſh with race; for though it is bad to be IF” 
aſk'd twice to fing, it is fill worfe io be aſk'd once i 
to hold your Peace. 

- I hall conclude theſe. taſtrutions with Mr. Pen- 

tveaſle's Tranſlation of a few Lines in the. firſt, 
Eo. Horace, with a Satire. on the * of. 
his Time. n | 


ts the 5 2 whh alle Coxcamds Crews 
75 finging Men and ſinging Women too; 
mot ſet their Cat-calls up of courſe ? 
f. ing himſelf might aſk them till he's hoarſe: 
Bunt would you ſplit their Windpipes and their Lunge, 
Fle f. ure Way's is bid them hold their Ton _ 
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Country Wake. By Dr. Byrom, of gran nt 
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mW 
** 2 ff 1 87 4. ** — * 
AL % ha 2 15 
NOME laſſes and lads, take leave of Tout * 
And away to the may- pole hie: 
For every he, as got him a ſhe, ved aa 4 = 
And a fidler ſtandisg by; 26Þ win 
There' 5 Willy has got hos Jt 4d Jha; has * 
bis Joan, 
Te lig it, jig it, jig u. jig ir, 15 it up 3 don. | 
There' Willy has got his Ji %. . 
a: 71 : 2, 


We' _ 
No fays | 
Well 2 bave Sallinger s round: 


I The fidler, &c. 


| 


E141 


in ſays Harry, aye, aye, Th Molly, 
Packingtons 
„and no 


Then every man did put his hat off to his laſs, 
And every maid did curtſy, rr 
ed ere 42... 


strike up * Wat, agreed FIT Kate, 
I pray the fler play; 
Content ſays Hodge, and ſo ſays Madge, 
For his is a hollida 
Then every man — to foot it round about, 
n &c. 2 an out 4 


Nen ener man *. 
4 Nr : * 
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= You're out ſays Diet, l tom Nick, 
 Thefidler 39 it falſe; | | 


Sofays Hugh, and fo ſays Sue, 

And fo ſays nimble Alcs; \ 
The fidler then began to play the tune again, 
And every malt de trip it, &c. unto the men. 


. 


* 


Let's kifs * Nan, content ſays Jane, 


3 And ſo ſays every ſhe; 


How many ſays Nat, why three ſays Mar, 


. For this is a maiden's fee; © 


But they inſtead of three, did give them half a deore! 
The men in kindneſs, &c, e e 
— — Ko. | | | a 
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Then after an hour, they tripp' to a bow'r, 
To play for ale and cakes;  - (/ 
And kiſſes too, untill they were due; ry 2 
The maidens held the ftakes ; FT 


The women then began, to 3 wich the men, 
And bid them take their kidles back, and A em 


their own a * 
The women then, 


7 


they ſat, until it . 8 
And U fidler quite: 
Wich ſinging and playing, wow any paying, 
From morning until night: 

told the tidler then, 2. bim for bis play; 
And each gave 28 Pence, &. went their way. 


They 


Good night fa Cis, good ni; be foys Pris, | 
Good night ger to Doll; 7 | 
Good night ſays John, good night ſays Joan, 2% 
Good night ſays every on | 
Some ran, ſome went, foe Haid, fome tarry'd by - 


the way, 
Each bound themſ-lves in kiſſes wee to meet we 
next holliday, 


Some ran, ſome went, Kc. 46 £64 © 
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$0NG u. p 6 
2 Laſt Monday Morn F filed frow-Corki 
The Words by Mr. Stephens of Dun. | 
0 NE evening at 2mbroſial treat, | 
From ter xtherizl tow'r; * © 


Minerva the nine muſes met, 
In Ida's ſacred bow'r : 
Apollo and gay Bacchus join'd, 
For hand! in hand walk wit and h 3 


| I | 
| Pals the 1 dance begun, 
Her hair a lle bound; 
Bluz lixe her eyes the bandage bone, 
Her ſapient temples crown d,. 
Which looſen'd in the dance, drop d down 83 


And Bacchus ſnatch'd the azure ne. 
2 „e en 1 With, &c. &c, 
hi 1 
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Nel , . A, 
The ribband in his breaft he plac'd, 
Ey Styx then {ware the youth; 
What ad the throne of wiſdom grac { 
Shauld grace the ſeat of truth 
Then ope at once his robe he rer 


And on bis boſom beam'd TRUE BLUE. 
With, c. "ke. 


If mortals can give garter fame, 

And honours form on earth; 

_ Sure Deities may do the ſame, 
"£867 And give one Order birth: 


” 


* 


This ribband lov d celeftials view, - 
And ſtamp your ſanction on TRUE BLUE. _.-- 
OT Wich, &c. Kc. 
Urania prais'd the roſ het: 4 
Her tuneful fiſters 100 0 ; 
Minerva gave the aſſenting nod, 
Phœ bus cnrolF'd the = 
Along the ſky loud Pzans flew, 


Olympus join'd and hail'd Ruf BLUE... 
ze IAU PC V.ick, Cc. Sc. 
This order Iris bore to earth ; * 
The gods enjoin'd the fair | 
Where firſt ſhe found true ſons of worth, 


To place the tibband there. 
From clime to clime ſhe ſearching fler, 
And in Britannia * placd Txusz BLUE, 


* Old England, Hibernia, or any other place of 
three Syllables. fo rt oo bref nk Gags eee 
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n 6 Muß 
döner. 
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| | nns 
E fun from the caſt, tips the moun untains wich 
ror i * 

And the meadows all ſpangled with dew drops behold; 
Here the lark's early mattin proclaims the new day, 
And the horn's chearful ſummons rebukes our delay : 
With the ſports of the field, there's no pleaſure can vie; 
| While jocund we follow, &c. the hounds ia full cry. 
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Yet in ſpite of her airs, / the her lover purfues. 


Cay 
Let the drudge of eb Wie; make riches his ſport, 


' 


And the ſlave of the" ſtare, hunt the fmiles of the court; 


No care nor ambition our patience annoy, 
But innocence ſtill gives us reſt to our Joy- 
With the ſports, &c, er in 
k ** ' 
Mankind are all bunter tn var ſons ———— 
The prieſt hunts a living, the lawyer a fee; © ah 


The doctor a tient, the courtier a place, s 


Tho often, like us, they're flung out with diſgrace, 
With the ſports, &c, 


FT > * 


The cit hunts s white the ſoldier e 
The poet a dinner, the patriot a name: | 
And the artful-coquet, 


= 


tho the ſeems to refuſe, 


Witht the ſports, &c. 


8 botd, and the bite; bunt gl 


. 
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rp" wind wealth; 


All the leffings we aſk, are the bleſſings of health; 


With hounds, and with horns, -t0 the woodlands we 


roam, 


And when tir d abroad, find contentment at home. 


It OT EO, &c. 


% SONG _ 12 hs ws * 5 
Voi Aa atis A tation r Compoſet by: - 
Fes mnt: Giardini. C29 u if} 
ol amante, chr e | hr „ Is 
Quanto amor mi ſia d'affanno; 4 W 


Imparate, dal tiranno, 

A fuggir la crudelta: 
Imparate, d'al tirannogs © . 
A fuggir la crudeltz | 
A fuggir la crudelta. 


Pria piacer promettee pace, 
Poi ne cigne di catene, 


Eſperar non ci conviene, 

Di tornar in liberta, 
No, no, no, non ci conviene, 
Di tornar in Iiberta; 


Pria piacer promettee pace, 52 


Poi ne cinge di catene, 
Eſperar non ci conviene, 
Di tornar in liberta. 
No, no, 


- 


Voi amante, &.; 


Voi amante, Sc. 
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Engliſh Tranſlation of vedere, 


E ARE ST creature, of all nature, 2 5 5 


7 


oh ! [ rage, 1 burn, I ſmart; 11:1 t+ 5 
Ceaſe to grieve me, ſoon reliete me, Ty 


ü 


- 
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(SF 
Or too ſure you ll break my heart; 
Ceaſe to grieve me, ſoon relieve me, 
Or too ſure you' U break my heart, 
Or too ſurg you Il break my heart. | : 
Deareſt creature, Ke. 
Love like war has in its power, 
Both a kind and fatal hour, 
Save me then O conqu' ring fair, 
Think thy captive worth thy care, 
Save me then O conqu ring fair, 
Think n er worth thy care. : 
; Dearen creature, &6. 


| Muſick's charms ſhall Rill invite thee, | 
Love's alarms will ſure delight thee zj „ 
Can I part, my dear, my treaſure, | 
All my joy, and all my e | 
No no, Dtieareſt creature, 4 


+ ” | : SONG. VI. 
Ailen a Roon. An Ir iſh Ballad. g 


CA ie ns BS . 
San duca tu non vanna tu Ailen a roon;. 
uca tu non vanna tu, 

Duca tu non vanna tu, 

Duca tu, duca tu, duca tu non vanna tu, 

Ol duca tu non vanna tu Ailen a roon. 


Kead mille faltie rote, -Ailen a roon; . 
Kead mille faltie rote, Ailen a roon,, 
Kead mille faltic rote, 8 
Shact mille faltie rote, 


C9 ) 


Oct mille, nee mille, deb mille-fakiz rates... : 7 
O! faltie gus fine rote Ailen a oo. 


Tuca me ſai anna me, ſgra n ma chree "hop my "7 
O! tuca me ſni anna me, ſgra ma chree tug ; 
Tuca me ſnĩ anna me, | 
Tuca me ſni anna me, | SETS 


Tuca me, tuca me, tuca me fab! and inde. = , 
O 1 (gr 04 hogs fag" ng 


+ 4 n 
sovô vn. rn 
A new Medley. U je pe 
Hene er I meet my Celia 115 2 25 +1 | 
Populous cities pleaſe me * AEN 1 800 
And the buſy hum of men, 1 
And the buf , bufy, hum — Ie fe. 
And the buſy, curious, thirſty " 1 5 
Drink with me, N FO: 
And drink and drive care away, 45 HHP» 108, TE 
Drink and be merry, r "I. | 
For why ſhou'd we quarrel for rich, A Orr 2 4 ] 
Or any ſuch, glittering toys? | MOYERS 
A light heart and a thin pair of breeches, r 
Goes thorough | 15 7 #3 4% £ 
The charming Dione, lovely fair, or alte 5 
S vesteſt of Sweeteſt of thy fx ads un 


Tho! jovs to great Cæſar, | 5 AT” 
Long life, love and pt=ifure, e 


Here's a health to the Duke boys, ** $6, . 7 
Fill your glaſſes full: | 3 ? 
And = me * not unfoen, | evil 


* 4 , 
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75 hedge row elms, and hillocks green. * 144 ig 
And here Laid e, Nen 
And I towzled her bout, t Arge 
With my fal, lal, la, fal, al, in, lal, lat, 
And 1 began to fay, n 
Fair lady! lay your coftly robes abide; Tit 11 
No longer muſt you glory in your locks as before, 
And if you will have her, 0 
You — fly in her arms, and catch ber 
| A el who's above Þ 

o body here but I my love, : 
n de bow you do? 4 

— marry, who knocks at my chamber door? 

is I — ſhiv'ring and ſhaking 

Poor enſign Beverly. 
Dear May, for Abet ſhould we a 

Till our beft blood, begins to run CS 2:94 64 
Down the-red lane, down the red lane, i ne 
So merrily runs the fox, n 
Don among the dead men; kT, | 
There let ambition fire thy mind, 

Thou wert born 

Ye mortals | that love drinking, 


4 Arey? n me: 
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tis J. tis 1, mad Tom, 

Drives oll - = - - ali all » - - - before me, 
While to my royal throne I come: A 
Bow down, down, down, 5 WR ber i 4: 
Bow down, down, down, down, 

Bow down, my ſlaves, and adore me z. 


| 7 in 
| g live our ncble = ;*+ 42:3 446 $1, 
God fave the king: _ 5 , | -,.. »9é 


Rnd bio vitriqus,. . 


Ys, 
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H1ppy» happy, bappy pair; 5 
None but the brave, 


None but the brave, 
hall fight, fight and record, 
girls in our town, _. 
The black, the yellow, the fair, the brot 
Wich an old woman cloathed in grey, 


And the was deluded away, 

By old Sir Simon the king, 
And young Sir Simon the ſquire, | 
With Roger and Nell, 
Come Simkia and Bell, - 
Each lad with his laſs hither come, 
Wich ſinging and dancing. 1 


0 celebrate harveſt home, 


en ſit ye a while, and tipple a bit, 
For we re not very fow, but we re gayly rer 


SONG vm. 


A N old woman cloathed in 


er fenſes are all gone aſtat y, 

re fince Farinelli has ſung, 

on qual nave, fon qual nave 

h'a gilla ta da piu ſcogli, 
mezzo all onde, fi confonde, ann 
ſpaventa va ſolcando in alto mar. 
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[Whoſe daughter was charming and young, | b 


In pleaſure advancing, | EE: 1 | 


For we're gayly yet, and we re gayly . 3 
And we're not very fow, but we re gayly yet, 


Naber Hodge Pes. 


Whoſe daughter was charming and young * ; 


- * 
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No ſoonner comes up a country cl nn 7 
Wich his leather breeches to London town, | | 
But he goes to the opera, and Pays his crown: 
For, ſento ill fato, il fato, 
Che gia fiſſo o beato. lo giocondo: 

Flocks are ſporting, doves are 2 
While ſweet Sen no ings; © 
. Fortunate, peecorelle, 

Paſcollette, ſemplicette, 

Vaghi fiori molle erbette, 

Lane altri vaghi e belle 

Senza inganni ſenza affanni, 

Nella vita e nel amor, 

Nella vita e nel amor. 

No place like · Norfolk for * and angling. 
No place like London for Kolik and fun: 
Kent is the place, for a codling or crampling, ” 
Stepney's the place, for a cake or a bun: 

But of all the Pon ter in the land, 
There's none like Farinelli | 

He'll make your heart, to jump, and fart, 
And caper in you belly: 
| Your men of arts, may brag of parts, 

They're all a pack of ninnies; | 

He ſhews moſt ſenſe, who gets moſt pence, 

And n all che Zuineas. | 
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Comus's Delight. 
| RECITAT IVI. 
»/TFIWAS at a ven' ſon feaſt, at cricket won, 
| By Lightfoot's nimble ſon: 
Aſleep in jockey ſtate | 
The groom-like ſquire ſat, | 7 
Nodd ing in elbow-chair. K. eee 
His brother bucks were plac'd around, 1 
Their heads with unſeam d hunting caps were bound, 
a So ſhould each ſportſman for the chace be crown d. I. 
BE Hark ! the horn ſounds away, away, 
Aurora uſbers in the day: 
The op'ning hounds uncoupled view, 
Wich deep-hung dewlaps daſh the dew ; | 
With ſwclling notes and head held back, IE. 2 
| See the unharbour'd ftag burſt through the backe; 
The high-bred horſe ſhakes his air waving mane, 
$amps o'er 2 ſounding earth; and ſcours along the- 
Pain. ry e 


— 


- 


— 


| Dor. ? _— 
BY When Phœbus the tops of the hills does adorn, = | 
, How ſweet is the ſound of the ecchoing horn 
| — 9 ſtag is rous d with the ſound, 
/ ing his ears, nimbly ſweeps o'er the ground; * / 
| And thinks he has left us behind on the plain : 
But ſtill we purſue, and now come in view 
Of the glorious game, 35k 


„ _ 


= 


* 


1 


Oh ſee how again he rears up his head, 
And, winged with fear, he — his ſpeed: 
But, 'ab1-* tis in vain, tis in vain that he flies, 
1 His eyes loſe the huntſman, his ears loſe the crics : 
| For now his ſtrength fails him, he heavily flies, 


And he 499-4} ber wee. ants 
| Till with well-fcented hounds ſurrounded he dies, 
, > Tantaron—tantaron—he dies. 


RECITATI VE. 


The lining croud admir'd the ſong, born-ton . 
Bravo! braviſſimo ! they ſhout around; 
Below, the drawers bravo back ang; ( 
Scar d at the-noife, young Buck awakes, = 
And Rares at all his brother rakes ; | 
Then rubs bis eyes, afks what's o clock ? g 
Startled, he hears the watchman's bathe 444 
Now dene thrice was call d, and tchrice twas broke, 9 
When in a fury thus young Lightfoot ſt 
Bring up the «erent by ſeize the vile . 
Then up they dragg d the midnight ſerenader. 
When, lol the figure of Old-Time appears, 
His face was furrow'd with five and years; 
Down his ſmooth ſkull a ſingle lock was hung, 
And feebly coughing, thus the glutton ſung. 


AIR. | 
| My friewds pray break up now you've time, 
You'll repent, if in vain, you are told; 


Oh! why will not Bucks in their prime, 
Conſider they are to grow old? 


When the pale face of winter appears 
And each late bloſſom d tree tops with ſnow, 


* —— <5 


* I — — — — — - 
Y " 
FS. 


( 23 ) 
SONG XV. 
zerby Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vaus hall 


HERE's my ſwain ſo blythe and clever? 


Why d' ye leave me all in forrow? 
Three whole days are gone for ever, 
Since you ſaid you'd come to morrow z; 
If you lov'd but half as L do, 
You'd been here with looks ſo bear, 
Love has flying wings I well know, 
Not like lingering, lazy Johnny. 
Love has flying wings, I well know, 
Not like lingering, „ lazy Johnny. 


What can he be now a doing ? 
- Is be with the laſſes may ing? 
He had better. here been woo! | 
Than with others fondly playing : : 
Tell me truly, where he's roving ; 
That I may no longer ſorrow, 
It he's weary grown of loving, 
Let him tell me ſo to-morrow, 
If he's weary, &c, 


Does ſome fav'rite rival hide him ? 
Let her be the happy creature 
I'll not plague myſelf to chide him, 
Nor diſpute with her a feature; 
But I can't, and will not tarry, 
No, nor kill I with ſorrow; 


(24) 
I may loſe the time to marry, 


If 1 wait beyond to morrow. 
1 may loſe, &c. 


Think not ſhepherd thus to brave mes. 
Do not teaze me any longer; 1 

If you won't, another'l have me: 1 
* cool, but not grow fonder; 

If your lovers, girls, forſake you, 

® Whine not in deſpair and forrow ; | 
Bleſt, another lad may make you; 
| Stay for none beyond to morrow. 


Stay for none, &c. 


'$ONG XVI, 


A Paſtoral Song. Sung by Mr. Vernon at | Vaux- 
hall. Set by Mr. Battiſhill. 


50 W HAT ſhepherd, or nymph of the grove, 


Can blame me for dropping.“ a tear, 
Or lamenting aloud, as I rove, 
Since Sylvia no longeri is here? 
My flocks, if at random they firay, - 2 25 
- What wonder, fince ſhe's from the plains? | 
Her band they were wont to obey ; - 
She rul d both the ſheep and the ſwains. 


Can I ever forget how we firay'd | 
To the foot of yon neighbouring hill, 
To the Bow'r we bad built in the ſhade, 
Or the river that runs by the mill? 
There, ſweet by my fide as ſhe la 
And heard the fond ſtories I wis, 


(25) 


feet was the thruſh from the ſpray. 
= the bleating of lambs from the fold! 


How oft would I ſpy out a charm, 
Which, before, had been hid from my 
And, while arm was enfolded in arm, 
My lips to her lips, how they grew! 
How oft the ſweet conteſt would laſt ! 
'Till the hours of retirement and reft, 
What pleaſures and pains each had paſt, 


view d. 
<2 x 


« "7 
* 
| , 


4 


Who longeft had lov'd, and who beſt. : 


No changes of place, or of time, 
I felt when my fair one was near: 
Alike was each weather, and clime, 
Each ſeaſon that chequer d the year: 
In winter's rude lap did we freeze, 
Did ve melt on the boſom of May; 
Each morn brought contentment and eaſe, 
We role up to work or to play. 


She was all my fond wiſhes could aſk 
She had all the kind gods could impart; 
She was nature's moſt beautiful taſk, 
The diſpair, and- the envy of art: 
There all, that is worthy to prize, 
In all that was lovely was dreſt; 
For the graces were thron'd in her eyes, 


And the virtues all lodg'd ia her breaſt. 


: 


6 
SONG XVII. 


The Poſitive Fair. 


EL LI if I continue but in the Gale wikad 
I never ſhall wed, I proteſt ; 

There's ſomething ſo ſhocking in all the male kind, 
That bad, my thoughts picture the beſt. 


The nymphs would perſuade and talk till they ver 
Love's ſure to catch youth in the prime; 


Why if one muſt once like the oppoſite ſex, 
I think ſeventeen s the right . 


They tell me 'is Arange 1 ſhould be ſo annoy'd 
At man who was meant for our good ; | 

But what's in one's nature one cannot avoid, 
I'd be in the mode if I cou d. 


The ds all wonder that from them I fly, 
e e plain as I go; —_ 


fill let them wander — aching od I. 
ke men ſhould nn ſo, 


Young Colin declares my averſion's 2 joke, 
And thinks in «ay — to ſucceed; 

For woman, be ſays, never — the ſpoke 

He's mighty obliging indeed. 


He caught me juſt now, and it came in his bead 
To kiſs me, but from him I tore ; 
Yet really believe, had he done as he ſaid, 


. 


19 1 


e 


that ſuch freedoms be ll ne er again uſe, 
My fix d reſolution to 1 
or oh! I'm quite certain I ſhall not refuſe, 
AIR I mean ſhall not comply. 


SONG XVIIL 
The Way to keep him. Set by Dr. Arne. 


E fair, poſſeſs d of ev ry charm, 
To captivate the will; 
hoſe ſmiles can rage itfelf diſarm, 
Whoſe frowns at once can kill ; 
ay? will you deign the verſe to hear, 
Where flatt'ry bears no part; 
1 honeſt verſe; that flows ſincere 
And candid from the heart ? 


reat is your pow r; but, greater J 
Mankind it might engage, 

„as ye all can make a net, | 
Ye all could make a cage; 3 

ach nymph a thouſand hearts may take, 
For who's to beauty blind ? 


but to what end a pris ner make, 


Unleſs we've ſtrength to bind ? | 


ttend the counſel often told, d. 
Too often told in vain 5 
eatn that beſt art, the art to hold, 
And lock the lover's chain: 
ameſters to little win, 
Who loſe again as ſaſt s 


D- 2 


Tho 


I care not how much they my meaſures decline, 
Let em have their own humour, and l will have mine, 


ITis the pring-tide of life, and the ſuel 


*( 28 ) 


Tho' beauty may the charm begin, 
"Tis ſweetneſs makes i it laſt, IF 


8 6 fi. 


The Union of Love and. Wine, The Words by 
| Mr, Woty. | 


I T H women and wine, I defy ev'ry care, 
For life without theſe is a bubble of air: 


Each helping the other, in pleaſure I roll, 
And a new flow of ſpirits enlivens my ſoul. 
Each helping the other, &c. 


Let grave ſober mortals, my maxims condemn, 
I never ſhall alter my conduct for them: 


JH 7 v 1 


I care not how much, &c. 5 | | 


Wine rudently us 'd, will our ſenſes i Sehe 
ove; 


Great Venus ne er look d with a ſmile ſo divine, : 


As when Mars bound his head with a branch from 


the vine. E 
Great venus ne er look d, &c. : 


Then come my dear charmer, thou n ph batf divine, 
Firſt pledge me with kiſſes, next of me in wine ; 
Thus giving and taking, in mutual return, | 
"The torch of our loves ſhall eternally burn. | 

- Thus giving and * M. "= : 


9) 
But ſhould'ft thou my paſſion for wine diſapprove, . 
My bumper I'll quit to be bleſt with thy love; . 
For rather than forfeit the joys of my lafs, 
My bottle I'll break, and demoliſh my glaſs. 
or rather than forfeit, &c 


SONG XX. 
The Virgin unmaſk'd. 


T is, I believe, | 
Next hollantide eve, 
A twelve-month fince firſt I began; 
To hold up my head; 
In love to be read, 
And to conſtrue the looks of a man. 


2 
Young Damon I ſaw, * 
: He kiſs d me, oh la! 

Ivo thro' my bofom it ran; 
My lips he ſo preſt, | 
'Tis true I proteſt, | *. 
I thought him a duce of a mans. q 


Philander the gay, 
I met at the play, 5 
My heart beat a furious ratan; 
Becauſe you muſt know, 
I fome time ago, 
Had hopes of his being the man. 
Briſk Strephon came next, 
But then I was vext, 
He play d with Miſs Phillis's fan; 
D 3 I own 


K 
lee e 


I could not endure, 1 1 
n of a man, 1 


9 


M . aunts | 
Still watching my baunts, 
Obſtruct me as much as they can; 
But what do I care, 
Los and de = 
Tu fit myſelf ſoon with a man. | 


so . 


Diana O Hunt. arp 
ISE, riſe, brother butks, PRE tow mays the 
Diana's uns well on the plainn 
Hark! hark! tis the found a os bounds anG the 
OP, me by eccho again: 


1 Ihen to horſe my brave boys, to ine cbace lers away ;. 


TW / * the pleaſures of hunting admit no delay. 
If our hounds, when they re dragging, ihe n 


around, 1 
| Unkennel the fox from his den ; nr 
Or if, when they're trailing along on the ground, 
A puſs ſhould be ſtarted——ob then. | 
So bo, cries our huntſman, ſo ho, ſhe's in view,, 
Ihen with hounds in full nd: we 1 the Lars 5 


" Cfgr} / 


But, if we ſhould meet with an outlying cee, 
The paſtime ſo royal we'll rouze z: 
Purſue him, tilt flain, where he flies, wir fears 
And ne'er the glad ſight of him loſe: 
Neither hedges, nor ditches ſhall ſet us our bounds, 
Whilſt our hunters are good, we II keep up with we 
hounds. 


When our day s ſport ĩs over then home we'll tethrn, 
To enjoy our dear bottle and glaſs ;,, ; ben 
And all be as ready as ever, next morn, 1 
To go back to the jovial chace: 
Thus Nimrod's diverſion we'll keep in renown; ñ́ 
And, each night, with a n our * s ſport 
well crown. 2 : 


SONG, xx.” „ 43322 


e Lowe i in Praiſe of the Fat Moon 


E fam 4 witty nine, 


Aſſiſt my deſign, 4. » of hw r * 
And put your ſweet voices in tunen 
While Parnaſſus I monate 
And in carrols recou nt. 
The joys of FIT Halt Moon. | 3-4 14 


The yellow-hair d Scot, : 
His pattie has got, 
The Hibernian his Ailen a roon; 
But Briton's fond lays, 
To night are in praiſe, 


Of their miſtreſs chaſte Cynthia the moon. 


(3224) 


Some bards may declare, 
That Kitty is fair, 
And more ſweet than the roſes in June: 
But what reigning Toaſt, 4 
At St. James s can boaſt, 
Such a number of ftars as the Moon. 


Then Bacchus do thou, F 
Be kind to us now, 

| And luxuriouſly favour our boon; 
Fill the bowl to the brink, 
That len vot ries may drink, 


Till their rin 


Let dull ſober fools, 
Sneak to their prongs, > 
away to their ws by noon ; 
2 choice dul, as we, | 


jovial and free, | 
. 1 nm Ge Tek of the Moon, 


We laugh and we ſing, 
DODi.ur glaſſes we ring, 

To depart always think it too ſoon ; 
Then while there's good wine, 
Let's chearfully join, | 

In a health to the man in the moon. 


(3943 
5 ON G. xxin. 


Belle- iſle March, on 1 *. : As Sung at 
Matybone-Gardens, f 


Mr. Lows. 


LL hail to the king, | 
That in youth's early f pring, 
Such a promiſe of glory diſplays ; 
Muay his race ftiH extend, 
Freedoms cauſe to defend, 
And the fame of Old England to raiſe; ; 
May our Edward's of old, 
And our Harry's fo bold, 
In his ifſue again and again be renew d: 
That our ſons on the main, 
May their empires maintain, 
And commerce in laery purſu d. 


Miſs cv. I fd 


Wich many a ſcar, ö Ib ial -- 

Behold from he war. 
The brave legions of Briton advance 2 & #1 24 

From Minden they come, 

Swell the fife, beat the drum, 
From Minden the terror of Frances + 

See the brave hardy crew, 

As they paſs in review, 
How they ſmile on their king's royal train: 

When their 1 1 ran looks ey, 

Call us forth, 


And we'll fight all our 4 "gain... 


* 


(738: 33: 
Miſs PLENIUS, 


From the Eaſt to the Weſt, 
Britons valour. confeſt, 
Standeth firſt on the records of fame; 
Let Williamfdorf's plain, 
And the borders of Spain, 
Britiſh faith, Britiſh courage proclaim z 
From the dangerous ſword, 
Of oppreſſion reſtor d, 
Fair freedom again ſhall diſplay ; 
In ſafety her win 
For protect ion while kings, 
Grateful homage to Britain pay. 


Miſs Sm1TH. 

The feats that were done, 
By Phillip's mad ſon, 

Were but trifles, to glories like theſe, 
For ambition he fought, 
And the luſt only ſought, 

Of his blood thirſty rage to appeaſe ; 
But Britons more brave, 
Draw the ſword, but to fave 


From ſuch tyrants, the rights of mankind, 


And the weapon again, 
|, When their end they obtain, 
In peace to the ſcabbard eonſign. 


d Mr. Low. 
A full flowing glaſs, 
Now to Granby we'll paſs, 
Aud to each valiant leader beſide ; 


\ 


6350 
Nor forget the brave crew, 
That with heart firm and true, 
For their country all danger defy'd. 
Let the drum beat acharge, 
And the nation at large 
Rend the wide vaulted ſky with their bebe 
Till eccho in found, _ 
From the Grotto rebound, 
And the loud gratulation prolong. 


SON G. XXIV. 


Something New. Sung by Miſs Davies, at 


Vauxhall, 


1. all mankind's promiſcuous race 
The ſons of error urge their chaſe 
The wondrous to purſue, 
' The wondrous, &c. 
Alike in country and in town, 
The curious, courtier, cit, and clown, 
Sollicit ſomething new, 
Sollicit, &c. 


The poets ſt ill from nature take, | 
And what is ready made they make, 
| Hiſtorians muft be true, 
Hiſtorians, &c. 
How therefore ſhall we find a road, 
Thro diſſertation, ſong, or ode, 
Togi e ——_ new, 


* 


They ſay virginity is ſcar ct, + 4 
As any thing in proſe or verſe, | 
And ſo is honour 00, | 

And ſo is, &c. IT 
The papers of the day imply 
No Eee that 1 live and die, 

And pay for ſomething new. 
And pay, &c. 


We ſee alike the woeful dearth, 
In melancholy or in mirth, | 
Then what ſhall ladies do? 
Then what, &c. 

Seek virtue as th immortal prize, 

In fine, be honeſt, and be wiſe, 

For that is ſomething new, 
For that, S6. + cs N 


* 
$4 a, 


$ONG XXV. 


like me? 
So wanton, ſo airy, and briſk as a bee; 
I tattled, I rambled, I laugh'd, and where cer 
A fiddle was heard,—to be ſure I was there. 


. of > 


To all that came near I had ſomething to ſay'; *- ' 

"Twas, this, fir—and that, fir—but ſcarce ever nay j 

And, Sundays, dreſs d out in my filks and my lace, 
I warrant I ſtood by the bein the place: 


14 


At 


— 


Sung in Thomas and Sally. Set to Muſick by 


HEN I was a young one, what girl was 


yy wo = » 


NH .,AHPT WRT 


{ 3) + 


At twenty I got me a CE poor man 
Well reſt kim—we all are as good as we can: 
Yet he was ſo peeviſh, he'd quarrel for ſtraws, 


And jealouy—tho truly I gave him ſome e. 


He ſnubb d me, and huff d me, but let me _ 
Egad f I've a tongue, and1 paid him bis on: 
Ye wives, take the hint, and when ſpouſe is untow 1d, 
Stand firm to your charter, and have the laſt word, 


But now I'm quite alter d, the more to my woe ; 


I'm not what 1 was forty ſummers 


2 | 
This Time's a ſore foe ; there's no nl dart; 


However, I keep up a Py good heart. 


Grown old, yet I hate to be ating 3 1 
I fiill love a 8 though unable to dance 


And books of devotion laid by on my ſhelf, 
I teach that to others I once did . 


$0NG- XXVI. 


Sung in Thomas and Sally, set to Muſick . 
Dr. 


Arne. 


The morning is up, and the cry of the 
Upbraids our too tedious delay: 


What pleaſure we find i in purſuing the ſox 3: 
Oer hills, and Oer valleys, be flies: 


HE echoing horn calls me ſportſmen abroad , 
To horſe, my brave boys, and away 


1. d 


Then follow; we'll ſoon overtake bier! 
The trajtor is W dies. 


„„ ow 


1 


(3) 

Triumphant revirniog at night with the ſpbil; 
Like bacchanal:, ſhouting and g 

How ſweet with a bottle and 126 to betet, 
And loſe the fatigues of the day 8 

Wich mirth, love, and wine, fickle fortune defy; 
Dull wiſdom all happineſs fours; 

Since life is no more than a paſſage at beſt, 

Let's firew the way over with flowers. 


5 ON G XXV. IL | Ir 
Set to Muſick by Dr. Boyce. Sung by Mr. Beard] in ' 
the Royal Chace, 


He pleafing we find the gay ſports of the field! 1 
While 3 the vales we're bounding, 
The hills our cries reſounding, 2 


Tue mufcal chace all its pleaſure does yield. 


How delightful the pauſe when the flag ood at Bay? 
But when his fight renewing, 
Again we were purſuing, 91 


Till we crown d with ſuoceſs the ſport of the days? 


TT DAD: £00... 4 


558 by Mir. Lone, Set to Mukick by Mr. Worgai? 
LLA told me : yeſterday, | 7 


TE 
8 Struggling, panting, out of nd MIS 
Shepherd, what dye mean, I pray? h au 
eee 1 


* 


( 39 4 


You tear my gown, you ſpoil my hair; 
I ne'er was treated ſo before: 

J wonder how theſe tricks you dare 
Begone, and ſee my face no more | 


With ſuch fierce looks, and * diſmay'd, 
The frighted ſhepherd ftood aghuſt; : 
A thouſand poor excuſes made, 
In hopes to ſoothe the * at laſt. 


Indeed I did not mean Wer 4 
Forgive this raſh offence, he cry d: 2 * 

Ill go next time without a kiſs ; WET" 
=_ could not then, altho I'd dy d. 


To hear, and ſee you ev ry da; | 
To view thoſe eyes, like di monds, Wage 
Will tempt one's with to go aſtray, 


And make it languiſh for delight. 
But who Use id pee wand cen Nest 122 . 
| Muſt or be more, or leſs, than mann: 
It makes one think of heav'n, I ſwW ear; + 


Condemn me, * if you can. 
8 0 N 0 XXIX. 


The Accident, 2 BY Smith a at — | 
el Sb 


9 
8 robber day milking 1 ſat i in = vales 5; 
Young Damon came up, tv addreſs his · ſolt 


tale; . „ ite { 
$ E 2 80 


A 
So ſudden, 1 ftarted, and gave him a frown 


For he frighted my cow, and my milk was kick d 
U 


Lord bleſs me ſays I, what a-duce can you mean, 
To come-thus upon me, un-thought of, un- -ſeen ! | 
1 ne'er will approve of the love you pretend; 

For, as miſchief began, perhaps miſchief may end. 


1 little thought now, he'd his paſſion advance; ; 
But pretty excuſes made up the miſchance : - 
Hie begg'd a kind kiſs, which I gave him, I vow z 
And laid, my own fel, all the fault on my ao. 


Ho many ways love can the boſom invade ! 
His bait prov'd too ſtrong, alas for a maid; 

He hinted that wedlock was what he'd be at; 

But I thought it was beft to ſay nothing of that, 


I flutter all over whene'er he comes nigh; | 
For, if he ſhould preſs, I ſhou'd ſurely comply, 
And ne'er ſhall be angry, my heart itſelf 


Z 3 filings down my milk, or does + any thing 


$0NG XXX. 


The Men in — 


-H EN Ienter'd my teens, and threw phy. 
things aſide, 
I conceiv'd myſelf woman, and fit for a bride ? 
By the men I was flatter'd, my pride to — 4 
1 or the maids will believe, Ic the men will 1 
7 


i, iT CO 12 


RN 


(44) 


They ſwore that my eyes the bright di'mond excell'd, 

Such a face, and ſuch treſſes, ſure nc er were beheld | 

That to gaze on my neck was all rapture and trance! 

Ch! the maids will believe, and the men will ro- 
mance. 


Young Pol ydore ſaw'me one night at the ball, 

And ſwore, tomy chatms he a conqueſt muſt fall; 

On his knees he entreated my hand for a dance: 

Ah! the maids will believe, and the men will ro- 
mance. 


* * 
Sa 
* uh 
+-» . 4 
"+ FY 


He conducted me bome, 0 the palliche w was? 

And declar'd he ne'er faw fo much beauty before ; : 

He ogled and figh'd, as he ſaw me advance, | 

Ah ! the maids will believe, and the men will ro- 
mance. 


% 


Then day after day L his comp papy had : 

At — he declar d all. his flame to my dad; _ BTW, 
But my father lov'd money, and would not advance, 
And reply d to my lover, young men will romance. 


But tho my papa would not give us à ſhilling, ĩ 
My Polydore ſwore he to wed me was willing; 

So to church we both went, and at night had. a os 
And, believe me, my Polydore did not romance. 


* wi * 


— 


4 


wu 


E 3 SONG * 


(4). 


SONG XXXI. 


In the Engliſh Opera of Artaxerxes. 


I N. infancy. our hopes and fears, 
Were to each other known, Ls a 
No fordid intereſt then appears, + 


Affection rules alone, | 
Affection rules alone. | } 
Iexs friendſhip ripen'd with our youth, 
I be fruit was gather'd there, | 
S Bright wiſdom and fait blooming truth, 924 
= _  Subdued every care, i 158 ts 9 
| Subdued every care. 


Ah! happy, more than happy ftate, 
| Where hearts are twin'd in one, 
Yet few, fo rigid is our fate, 
May were the tender crown, 
May were the tender crown. 


By one rude touch the roſes fall, 
And all their beauties fade: 
E In vain we figh, in vain we call. 
_ Too late is human aid, — 
#3 I 0o late is human aid. 


so N 


0 43 ) 
SONG XXXII. 


The Caution. Set by Dr. Arne. 


[LIRA's charms poor Damon took. 
How eager he for billing 
When, lo! the nymph the ſwain forſook, 
To ſhew her pow'r of killing: 
In either eye ſhe ſneath d a dart; 
He felt it, never doubt bim: 
Odzooks ! a man were thro the Heart 
Ere he cou'd look about him. 


Eut mark the end. with ſcythe ſo ſharp, 
Time o'er the forehead ſtruck. her: 

And all her charms began to warp=—— 
Then ſhe was in a pucker: 

She then began to faut and curſe, 
Her time ſhe p no better: 

Yet ſtill had hopes, g bad grew worſe, 
Some comely an might get her, 


Philira, ev'ry lad ſhe meets, 
Now make's an am'rous trial ; 
But each with ſcorn her warmneſs treats; 
Each frowns in cold denial. 
Coquette 
This woeful caſe remember: 
The bedfellow you flight in June, 
You'll wiſh for in December, 


” A. 


mw 


9 
= 


s, take warning, change, your tune: 


SONG. 


( #8 }) 


SONG xxxII. 


HE wicked wits, as fancy hits, 
All ſatyrize the fair; 
In proſe and rhyme, in ſtrains ſublime, 
Their foitles they declare : 
The kind are bold, the chaſte are cold; 
Theſe prudiſb, thoſe too free: 
Ve curious men, come, tell us then, 
What ſhould a woman be? 
What ſhould, &c. 


But hards the taſk, and vain to aſk, 
Where optics are untrue ; 


And prove the crime's on you; 
The rake is cloy'd, when ſhe's enjoy'd, d, 
On whom his wiſh was placd; 
The fool, deny d, affetts the pride, 4 
And rails, to be in taſte. 
And rails, &c. | 


But, not like-theſe hb men of bliſs 
Their ſure criterion-fix : 
No: wiſdom cries, my ſons, — 
| And vindicate the ſex : 
'Tis theirs to prove thoſe ſweets of yy 
Which others never ſhare ; - 


And evidence, that none have ſenſe 


But who, adore the fair, 
But who &c, - 


The Vindication. Set by Mr. Worgan. 


The muſe ſhall. here th indicted clear, 


= 
| OY 


Ye 


( 4 ) 


Ye blooming race, with ev ry grace 
Celeſtially impreft, 

'Tis yours to quell the cares that dwell 
Within the human breaft : 

At beauty's voice our ſouls rejoice, . 
And rapture wakes to birth ; 

Great Jove defign'd th' enchanting kind 
To form an heav'n on earth, 
To form, &c. 


Oh! ev'ry art to win the heart, 
90 ear inſpirers, try ; 

Each native charm with fach ion arm, 
And let love's lightning fly: 

And hence, ye grave, your ee 2 
Which youth but 1 ts at n 

For woman Rill will have her . 
And ſo I think ſhe * 
And ſo, &c. 


so NG XXXIV,-. 
bet to Muſick by Dr. Arne. 


ENN V bright as the day, 
And as buxom as way, | 
1 happen'd to kiſs; 
When ſhe angry did ſay, 
What's the meaning of this? | 
Why theſe freedoms, 1 pray? 


| (45 ) 
Dear jenny I need no apology uſe ; . 


Your charms for my crimes are ſufficient excuſe 


| Sure lips ſweet as thoſe, were for kiſſin en 
Cry'd-ſhe, very fine! very pretty i 


Repeating this ſtrain then again 5 again, 
I kifs'd ber, and preſs d her, ſtill more to obtain, 
a flew over the 


Like Daphne, ſhe ſtrove my embrace to elude : 
Like Phoebus, I quicken'd my pace and purſu'd, 
What follow'd, ye lovers, muſt never be ſaid ; 
* 'twas all my fine, very pretty indeed. 


' SON G XXXV. 
The Lucky Fall. Sct to Muſick by Dr. Arne, 8 


A Band of cupid's c other day 
il t 


Were in a myrtle grove, 
ird of ev ry boyiſh play, 


. They made a match to rove 
1 But Give cry d one (the cock of all) 
« Let's fix upon a place: 
“ Hang Paphos, and Olympus ball; 
« I vote for Chloe s face. 


No ſooner ſaid, than off they flew ; 
And gathering round the fair, 
As ſwarms of bees on flowers do, 

They ſettled here and there; 
Some on her lips, her noſe, and chin; 4 

A ſcore on either cheek, 
While fifty to her eyes went in 

To play at hide and ſeck. 


 wd > OO wn 


„ 
4 


\ 


(4) 


But gravity itſelf muſt ſmile, 

The wranglers to have heard, 
For place diſputing all the while, 

Tho' each his own prefer'd : 
Till chancing from her lips to ſlide, 
One fell on Chloe's breaft ; 

And then in extaſy he cry'd, +7414 
« Who's ſtation's now the beſt ? ba 24, e 


m4 


SONG XXXVI. 
In dhe Jovial Crew. 


H E mind of a woman can never be known, 
Vou never can gueſs her aright; \ 
11! tell you the reaſon—ſhe knows not her own, 

It changes ſo often e er night | 
'Twou'd puzzle Apollo, 
Her whimſics to follow, 

His oracle woud be ajefty 7 OO 
She'll frown when ſhe's kind, | A 
| Then quickly youll find, 

She'll change with the wind. 

And often abuſes 
The man that ſhe chuſes, 
And what ſhe refuſes, a 3 

Likes beſt. 8 | 1 


SONG Xn 


= 


H O women, tis true, a — 14 7 
Yet nature does ſtrength 1 
Their will is too ſtrong to ſurrendeerr 


(4) 
. | =. 

In vain you attack em with reaſon, 
Your ſorrows you only prolong ;_ 


Diſputing is always high treaſon, 
No woman was cer in the wrong. 


Tour only relief is to ED, 

And when you appear content, 
Perhaps, in compaiſion, the fair 

May perſuade * into conſent. 


8 0 N G XXXVIII 


HERE was s 2 jolly miller once, 
Lid on the river Dee; 
Hie work'd and ſung from morn till night, 
No lark more bly th than he. 


Ad this the burthen of bis ſong, 
For ever us'd to be, ; | 


I care for nobody, .not I, 
Nor no one cares for me. 


8 ON G 7 


- — 


E T gay ones and great | 
Make the moſt of their fate, 
From pleaſure to pleaſute they run: 
Well, who cares a jot,, 


I envy them not, Sr Me 


While I have my dog and my enn. 5 
For exerciſe, air, 3 


Jo the fields I repair, 


On 2 


( 49 J 


With ſpirits unclouded and light, 
The bliffes I find, 
No ſtings leave Dain, 

But health and diverſion unite. l 


0 
Words and Muſic by Dr. Arne. 


YMPH 8 and ſhepherds, come ay, 
Wanton i in the ſweets of May; 

Trip it o'er the flow'ry lawns, 

Wanton as the bounding fawns : 

Frolick, buxom, blythe, and gay, 

N ymphs, and ſhepherds, come awa, 


SONG XII. 52 
Set by Mr. Dubourg. Sung by Mrs. Vincent at 
„ „ Vaunhalk 1 WS 


HE Larks ſhrill note awakes the morn, 
The breezes wave the ripen'd corn; 

The yellow harveſt, free from ſpoil, | 
Rewards the happy farmer's toll ; 

The flowing bowl ſucczedy the flail, 

Oer Ne he . the jocund . 


SONG XLII. 


OUNG CupidI find . 
To ſubdue me inclin'd, . 
But at length I a 2 found, 


That 


4 'y bs * 
3 * mat 


.Or barter my peace for a toy. 


And glean the rich ſ * of the geld. 


WW Hs 


That will rid me of him; : 
For Ill drink to the brim, 
And unleſs he can ſwim, 

He like other puppies will drown. 


SONG XLII. 
O UN virgins love pleaſure, 


As miſers do treaſure, ; 
And both alike firive for to beighten the meaſure; : 
Their hearts they u ill rifle, 
For ev'ry new trifle, 


And when in their teens fall in love for a — 4 


But ſoon as they marry, 
And find trey miſcarry, 
Oh ! bow they figh, that they were nct more wary 
Inſtead of ſoſt wooing, 
They run to their ruin, 
And all their lives after drag ſorrow along. 


SONG xi. 


5 T* ſigh and complain, 
Alike I diſdain ; 


- Contented my with to enjoy 3 


1 ſcorn to reflect, 
On a lady's neglect, 


In love as in war, 
I laugh at a ſcar, 
And if my proud enemy yield: 
The joy that remains, 
Is to lead her in chains, 


- — 


SON. 


f: 58-3 
SONG xv. 
FY i Tune. Thomas I cannot. 


RE AT A, little a, B, C, D, 
| E, F, G, H, 1, K, L, M; 
N, O, P, 63 N, 8, T. U; 
And W, X, , . 


Great A, little a, B, C, D, 

| E, F, G, H, I, K, Ls M; | 
N, O, P, Q,; R, S, T. U; | ; 
And W., Ir, & 7 


This may be ſung with great humour in the fol- 
lowing manner; the perſon, who fings, repeats 
it with ſeeming great earneſtneſs, while another 

perſon is importuning him with queſtions, which 
ſeem to require an intereſting. and ſpeedy an- 
ſwer.—The perſon who ſings appears infatuated 
with his ſong, and not to regard the queritt.. - 


SONG XIVI. _ 725 
Tune. The Af. 


HIS world is a age, 

On which mankind engage, 
And each acts his part in a throng : 

But all is confuſion, _ | 

Meer folly, deluſion, 
And faith nothing elſe but a ſong; a ſong ; 
And faith nothing elſe but a ſong. 


- (52 ) 
The parſon ſo grave , | 
Says your ſoul he will ſave, _ 
And point the right way from the wrong 3 
After piouſly teaching, 


And long-winded preaching, 
He puts off his flock with a ſong, Ke. 


The doctor he fills 
You with bolus and pills, 

With aſſurance to make you live long 
But believe me tis true, 
The guinea's in view, 


And the reſt is all but a ſong, &E, 


The ſurgeon ſo bold, 
His lancet doth hold, 
And flaſhes your boch along: 
Small — he — 
To ſwell up your char | 
His artlike the reft is a ong, Ke. 


The ſoldier he rattles, 
Of fieges and battles, 
And — that he's been among; 
His preferment and ſpirit, 78 5 
1 Are both like his merit, E r.45 
i | You ſee they are bought for a ſong, bc. 


The fea captain cries, 
See the clouds how they riſe, _ 
Up aloſt! my Briſk lads it blows ſtrong; 
Boys, make us ſome flip, 
And I'll warrant the ſhip 
Will ſoon reach ber port, gs his ſong, &c- 


„ 


Vers'd in quirks and in quibbles, 
The lawyer he ſcribbles, 

And moves his mellifluous tongue; 
Twixt demur and vocation, | 
He'll raiſe up expectation, / 

Then ink your eſtate to a ſong, &c. 


The n is bans; 

On his twenty per cent, 

To him journal and ledger belong ; 
Commiſſion with charges, 2 
His profit enlarges, | 

Till bis ballance may end in a ſong, &c. 


With powder and lace, 

And effeminate face, 3 

e gay fop behold ſtrutting along; 

Juſt arriv'd from his travels, 

At nothing he levels, | 

But juſt at a dance and a ſong, &c. 

The gentle coquet, 

She's all in a fret, 

In the morn if her toilet be wrong 8 + 
The u hole day ſhe will paſs, © 

To conſult her dear glaſs, 

ad at night die away with a ſong, &c. 


The ſurly old prude, 

She will ſay you are rude, _- 

'or the bliſs tho' ſhe ſecretly long ; 

But take her aſide, 

You may manage her pride, 

\nd her virtue bring down to a ſong, cc. 


F 3 be 


| 


( 54 ) 
The courtier he ſmiles, _ +, 
While your time he beguiles, 
And feeds you with promiſes long ; 
He ſqueezes your hand, 
And calls you his friend, _ 
Tho he means nothing more than a ſong, &e, 


Then let us be jolly, 

Drive hence melancholy, 
Since we are brave fellows among ; 

Taſte life as it paſſes, 

And fill up your glaſſes, 
And each honeſt blade ſing a ſong, 
And each honeſt blade ſing a ſong. 


* 


SONG XLVIL 
The Thing. Sung at Ranelagh. 


IN E ſongfters, apologies too often uſe ' 
When call'd on—1'm ready to ſing, 
ith hunts or with haws, ne'er attempt to refuſe, 
And egad, firs, I'll give you the thing. 


Conceited our beaux arm in arm walk the ſtreet, 
In idlenefs take their full ſwing; _ 

Each levels his glaſs, when a lady they meet, 

And if handſome, they ſwear ſhe's the thing. 


Thus at Smithfcld, the jockey his nag will con- 
mend, | PRES I VET 4X 
What a ſhape? why he's fit for the king; 
He's ſound wird and limb, on the word of. a friend, 
And for ſpirits—he's really the hing. = 


gf N 
Wich ſmile of ſelf· int reſt, the landlords imparts, 
Butt- entire I 3 do bring; 


Old ſtingo I draw; that will cheriſh your hearts, 
And for flavour indeed tis the thing. 


See Jenny with Jackey to play- houſe repair, 

Miſs Brent to hear Landi and fipg ; ; 
Pretenders to muſick they praiſe ev ry air, 

With I vow and proteſt—ſhe's:the thing. 


The ſportſman with j 147 views the hare in full ſpeed, 
In extafy hears th ring 2 

With cry of the hounds, "pt of each nclphingthkd, | 
And in tranſport he er ies — tis the thing. 1 


The prude her own perſon conſults i in the glaſs, | 
Admiring her finger and ring ; 

Then concludes, that her beauty all others furpals, 
And that man muſt confeſs—ſhe's the Hinge.” 


Jack Tar full of glee io the garden will ſtroll, 
In ſearch of his favourite thing; 

There lights on Moll Jenkins, and ſwears by bh Taub, 
She's rigg'd fore and aft—quitethe thing. 


4 


The parſon well pleas'd trims the ſmoaking fr-loin "3 
And lily leers at the pudding; 

Lord Lleſs me ! he cries, how nobly I dine, 
| Oh! pudding and beef! is the gs #1 


But claſp'd in the arms of a good natur N fair, | | 
With mutual embraces we cling; Na 
That enjoyment alone difpels ev ry care, 


Which you all mutt * is W 
| 8 ON I 


F783 
SONG XLVII. 
2 Tune Come let us prepare. 


F any ſo wiſe is 
That fuch he def piſes, 
Let him drink bis ſmall Toke: and be ſober ; 
Whilſt we drink wine, and ſing 
As if it were fpring, 
He ſhall drop like the trees in October. 


But be ſure over night, 
If this dog do you bite, 
You take it henceforth for a warning, 
- $20n as out of your bed, 
| To fettle your head, | 
By a cup of good ſack in the morning; 


Ihen be not ſo filly, 
To follow old Lilty, 


For there's nothing but wine that can tune us; 


Let his ne aſſucſcas, 
Be put in his cap caſe, 
And fing bibito vinum jejunus. 


SONG XLIX. 


OV E's a gentle gen rous paſſion, 
Source of all ſublime delight; 
When, with mutual inclination, 
Two fond hearts in one unite, 


What are titles, pomp, or riches,. 
If compar d with true content? 
That falſe joy, which now. bewitches, 


When obtain d we may repent, Lawleſs 


(57 2 


Lawleſs paſſion is vexation ; 

But a chaſte and conſtant love 
Is 2 glorious emulation 

Ot the bliſsful tate above. 


"aps He LY : 


OVE, when be ſho oy Fugue face, 
| With wond'rous paſſion mov” 

'orgot the care of human race, 144 DEIARD 
And felt at laſt he lov'd:} _ = I: 
Then to the god of ſoft defire, _ 

His ſuit he thus addreſs d „ bi {nal 
I Fanny love, with mutual fire} Fg 146 px 
O touch her tender breaft., 13 ut] be” 


Your ſighs are hopeleſs, Cupid cries, 
I lov'd the maid before ; 5. 

What! rival me! the power replies, 
Whom gods and men adore. 

He graſp d the bolt, he ſhook the ſprings 
Of his imperial throne, 

While Cupid wav'd his roſy wings, 
And in a breath was gone. 


O'er earth and ſeas the godhead flew, 
But fill no ſkelter found; 
For, as he fled, his dangers grew, 
And li ghtning flaſh'd around: 
At laſt bis trembling fear impels 
His flight, to Fanny's eyes; 
Where happy, ſafe, and pleas d he dwells, wid | 
ar minds his native ſkies, CC 


$ 0 NG 


1 


(53 } 
SONG. LL 


— 


H 1 L E Strephon on fair Chloe hung, 
And gertly woo'd, and ſweetly ſung; - --- 


The nymph, in a difdainful air, 
Thus ſmiling mock d the ſhepherds care : : 


Swain, I know that you diſcover 
In my form a thouſand charms ; 

Can you point me out a lover 

Worhy my encircling arms? 


yy no more approach my beauty, 

| ill you equal merit boaſt; = 

To adore me is a duty, 
Thouſands witneſs to their coſt. 


Stung to the heart, the redd'ning ſu ain 
On the vain maid xetorts again; 3 7 
Fooliſh creature, did each feature * 
Bloom beyond the pride of nature, 
Artful feigning, coy diſdaining, 

Vain coquet, defirgy them all; 
Go, ocr-tearing, proud, .inſnaring, 
— a thouſand fops diſparing, 

hen comply ing, ſighiug, dying, 

To . fool a ins fall. - 


Nymphs like you, while they're deceiving, 77 
Angels all in front appear; os. 

But the ſot their arts believing, | 4 

But the ſot their arts believing, * 


7 
, 


F inds the devil in the rear. 


1 
8s 0 NG Lit. 
On the Marriage Act. 


H E fool that is wealthy is ſure of a beide N 
For riches, like tig-leaves, their nakedieſs 
hide: 
The flave that ĩs poor muſt ſtarve all his life, 
In a batchelor's bed, without miftreſs or wife. 


In good days of yore, they ne' ei troubled their 
heads, ; 

In ſettling of jointures, or making of deeds; | 

Put Adam and Eve when they enter'd the courſe, 

E'en took one another, for better, for worſe. - 


Then prichee, dear Chloe, don' t aim to be oreat; * 
Let love be your jointure; ne'er mind an eſtate: 
You can never le poor, ho enjoy all thoſe charms, 
And I ſhall be rich, wheh ve you in arms. 


The Blunderers. 


OUNG Ciyiana „gay and fair, 
Known for her wit and welEbred air, 
A viſit made one day ; 
Where Cymon with an aukward mien, 
Unluckily for him, came in, 


His folly to bettay! 


He bow'd he ſcrap'd, ne er took Kis chair, 14 _ 
But would all round \.lute the fair, 1 
| Not only thoſe he knew, ORs 


(bo ) 


The viſited ; but the gay belle, 
. The viſitey, ah! ſhame to tell! 
The blockhead kiſs'd her too. 


And what was worſe, or was as bad, 
Ihe reſt, by his example led, 
| Repeated the affront : 
- Thelaſs did not reſentment ſhew, 
 -» She ſnapt her fan, ſhe bent her brow: 
Bauch rudeneſs, fye upon't! 


Fair one, while thus your anger burns, 
If Cymon to the place returns, 
As ſoon, no doubt, he will ; 
Be there with twenty virgins more, 
For kiſſes three inflict threeſcore, 
You can't uſe him too ill. 


Do at the ſelf-ſame time and place, 

That all may witneſs the diſgrace, 
Repeat the puniſnment: 

With throbbing Heart, the guilty Clown, 

Shall your impartial juftice own n 
And—fit him down content. 


SONG IIV. 
The Viſit, 


Went to ſee my dear, but ſhe - 

I No ſooner ſaw my face, 

Than, in diſdain, ſne turn d away, 
And left me in a Maze, 


I 


(0 ) 


The cauſe ſhe us d me ſo? 
She look d upon me ſullenly, 
And, pouting, bid * 


1 


Plague take your jiltin tricks, Laid . | 
Have 1 this feors #6 ervd? 14 

Have L done ought? if not, then why 
Am I thus baſel 


Allin a rage, I curs'd and ſwore, 
To turn my love to hate; _ 

Reſolv'd that I would never more 
Come near the baſe igen | 


At that, the caſt a remapelity ſmile, | 
And ſhew'd me ſuch new charms, 
I food to think upon't a while, 
Then fled into her an, 


8 0 N G Ly. 
The Chimmey Sweeper, 


N various ſhapes I've oft been 8 
To pleaſe both ears and eyes; 

Nor I the only one in Town, 
That wears the black diſguiſe; 

That wears the black difgul iſe ; 


Sweep, ſweep, ſweep, 2 


In ſpite of mocks, and flouts or deen, 
A truth Fmuft * 5 


Ne 


I follow'd, aſk'd her what might bete 


ely ſerv'd? 615! ih TITS 


( 2 ) 


No chimney half ſo foul appears, 
As doth the human heart, 
No chimney half ſo foul appears, 
As doth the human heart. | 
Sweep, ſweep, —ſw—cep ſoot bo! 


So proud and trim, yon prieſi behold, 
That vicious reverend beau, | 


There's no ſuch thing as cleanſing him, 
The devil and I do know. 


Sweep, Kc. | _ 
The ftateſman with his brow ſevere, . 1 8 
Had been as well forgot, $4 
His conſcience is as ermine clear, 


And therefore needs me not. : 
Sweep, c. | 482 4 


The learned lawyers could I wing Gal £24 0 | 
To bring their briefs to me; | 
From foul demur and many a ſin, 
My bruſh ſhou'd fet them free. 
Sweep, ec. : ] 


i OS oh gay ERS: 
And ſcrape from all degrees, 


] 

Much ſweeping wants each f foul, ] 
All clogg'd with filthy foes, Fo 1 

Sweep, &c. ö re f 

f | 


-_— 
Oo 
— 


11 
CONS 1 


# 


Fron 10. | 


Y Florio, wildeſt of his ſex, 1 

(Who ſure the verieſt ſaint would exe 
From beauty roves to beauty.z + 1 
Yet, tho' abroad they wanton roam, 4 NM . 
Whene er he deigns 1 2 aa ET" 
He always minds his dux. 


Samething to a CO ſhe, 
In 2 prod 7 
WP granting 1 


ranting iti i 4h. 
To Maſs that, to Chloe this, +3 ? 


And every madam, every miſs, 
Yet I find nothing wanting, 


If haply I his will difpleaſe, 7 
Tempeſtuous as the autumnal ſeas 55 
He foams and rages ever: 
But when he ceaſes from his ire, 144 

I cry, ſuch ſpirit, and ſuch fire, 
Is ſurely wond tous clever. ; » 0: 


Incer want reaſon to complain ; -- vd * a 

For ſweet is pleaſure after pain, He 
And every joy grows greater: Ab 

Then truſt me, Aamſels, whilſt I tell, 

Iſhould not like him balf ſo well, 

I If cou'd make him better. | 


G 2 | SONG 


( 64 ) 
SONG LVII. 
Hark ! away, tis the Merry ton d Horn. 


OLLY fouls, that are gen'rous and free; 
And true Vot'ries to Bacchus will be, 

To great Bacchus's ſhrine let's repair, 

And a bottle or two offer there. 


Cnonps: 2 0 114 

Exempt from exciſe, our joys higher riſe, 
Still drinking, ne'er_ thinking of what is to pay 
Our bottle at Night, gives us 153 and delight, 
And drovns all the drowſy tatigues of the day. 


Let the griping old uſurer pine, ; 

Let the lover call Phillis divine, * 

Let each man what he fancies command, 

My delight's in my bottle and friend. 
Exempt from, &c. | 


O what joy from the bottle there ſprings, 
It can make us far greater than kings ; 

If our fpirits by grief are oppreſs'd, 
Wine atone can procure us ſome reſt, 

. Exempt from, &c. 


417 


Great influence has wine over love, 

And the coy can make kinder to prove ; 

Tho the Nymph very lighting denies, 

It diſcovers the truth in her eyes. 
"Exempt from, &c. 


( 65 ) 


It can make us all heroes in brief, 
And the wretched forget all his grief; 
It iaſpires the gallant and the brave, 
And freedom can give to the flave, 
Exempt from, cg. 


$0NG i 


Nun: Sweet roſy Morn. 


ARK! Ne” "ts the” merry ton'd h 


To unharbour the out-lying deer. 


Chorus of Huntſmen. 
All the day long, this, this is our ſong,. 


Calls the hunters all up wich the morn; 
To the Hills and the woodlands they fe 01 
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Still hallooing, and following, ſo frolick and free, 
Our joys know no bounds, while we're after che 


hounds; 11 
No mortals on earth are ſo jolly as we. 


Round the woods when we beat, how we er 


While the hills they all echo—halloo! 
With a bounce from his cover when he flies, 


Then our ſhouts they reſound to the Kies. 


All the day long, . 


When we ſweep o'er the N or Gimb, 
Up the heath- breathing * ſublime, 


1 


* 
17 


LY 


0.6: 


What 2 joy from our labour we feel! 
Which alone they who taſte can 1 
All the day long, &c. : 


S O N G LIX. 
Tune. As Celia near a Fountain lay. 


S Celia in her garden ſtray d, 
Secure, nor dreamt of farm, 

A bee approach'd the lovely made. 
And reſted on her arm. 


The curious inſet thither flew, 

To tafte the tempting bloom ; 5 
But, with a thouſand ſweets in view, 

It found a ſudden doom. 


Her nimble hand of liſe bereav d 
The daring liitle thing; 

But firſt 2 arm receiv'd, 
And felt the 2 ſting. 


Once only could that ſting ſurpriae, 
Once be injuious found ;. ww 
Not ſo the darts of Cclia's eyes, 
They never ceaſe to. wound.. 


Oh! ſhould the ſhort-liv'd burning fart | | 


The nymph to pity move, 
And teach her to regard the heart, 
She fires with endleſs love.. 


n = by 
. ry 
{8 
* d . 
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SONG IX. 
HILE Phillis is Hinkle, love and wine in 
„ 
With forces united, bid reſiſtleſs e © eſe 1 


By the touch of her lips the wine ſparkles higher, 
And her eyes 7 her drinking, redouble their fire. 
And her eyes, &c. 


Her cheeks glow the brighter, recrviting their cole? 
As flowers by ſprinkling, revive with freſh odour ; 
His dart dipt in wine, love wounds beyond curing, 
And the liquor, like oil, makes the flame more en- 
during. ob 


And the liquor, cc. 


By cordials of wine, love i is kept fo expiring, 
And our mirth is enliven'd by love, and defiringy -- 
Relieving each other, the pleaſure is. laſting, 

And we never are cloy d, yet are ever a ta ing. 
And we never are cloy d, &c, 


Then, Phillis, begin, let our e raptures out ES 
And a kifs, and a glaſs, be ſtilł going round; 
Our joys are immortal; while thus we remove, | 
From be the hutide- the bottle to love 2 
From love to the bote, &. | 


10. 8s O0 NG 


(«) 
SONG LXI. 


Tune. Il Time I came oer the Moor, - 


E blytheſt lads, and laſſes nals; W 
Y Hear what my a. a None 
AL one morning ff ing 10 * 
VU pon a bank of ro avs m tak 
Voung Jamie whiſking o'er the mead, | 
By good luck chanc d to ſpy meg, 
He took his bonnet af his head, 
And fafdy ſer down by me. * eee 


Jamie, though I right welkle priz d. 


Yet now 1 wadna ken him; | 
But with a frown my face diſguis d, 
And ſtrave away to fend him: 

But fondly he ſt ili nearer preſt. 
And by my fide dowh ling. we ens 

His beating heart thumped ſac faft, ee 
I thought cho lad war dying. * 


But flill reſolving to deny, 
And angry paſſion feiguingngg 
1 aften Yours ther blonde. Asta s ber Aan 
With words full of difdaining': | 0-4 
Poor Jamie bawk'd, nae favour, wins, 101 . 
Went aff much diſcontentdſd e. 
But I in truth for a my ſins, 
Ne er baf ſae fair repented. 


- 
Ce. LY 


I 7F*7 CY "x SONG 
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( 6g ) 
s ONO LxlL 
Tune. |  Dainty Dary, 
B' Linking She dull care away, 5 


- Be briſk and airy, . it thr t 
Never 3 
our tempers, but ay, 


t mirth know wot ation; 
We all were born (mankind agtee) 
From dull reflection to be free, 
But he that drinks no“, cannot be: 
n anſwer your creation. 


When Cupid wounds, grave Hymen heals, 
Then all our whining, | 
Wiſhing, firiving, * 

To embrage, what bez _ 

Is left when in poſſe 07 t 
But Bacchus ſends ſuch —, fond, 
Poſſeſſion never palls its worth, - 

We always wiſh'd for't from our birth, 

And ſhall for ever wiſh on. 


All malice here is flung aßde, 4 
Each takes his glaſs, 
No healths do paſs, 
Nor party feuds here e er abide, _ 
They nought but ill occafion ; 
We.only meet to celebrate 
Tre day which brought us to this ſtate, 
But not to curſe, nor yet to hate, 


The hour of our creation, 


£4 4 


So N 


54 The boſom diſplay'd,' and the penticoar hort, 


(a 
SONG Lam. 


An Addreſs to the Ladies. 9 Ranelagh. 


The Words by Paul Whitehead, Ef; Poet" Laurkes 


E belles, and e flirts, and ye unn, 
pl 1 tri Mfr Foe ak. GC wis 

rithee tell me from whence this i ſ 

The ſexes at once to confound 2 227 
What means the coc d hat, and the stelle eit, ö 
Wich each motion d d to de 
Bright eyes were intended to languiſh, not ſtare, _ 
nd foſtneſs the teſt of your — . fila 

- And ſoftneſs the teſt of your fe. 


The girl, who on bea depends for fupport, | 
May e call every Site how aid; 


S 
- hs 
1 7 
1 


Are ſamples ſhe gives of her trade: 
But you on whom fortune indulgently ſmiles, 
And whom pride has prefetv'd from the ſnare, 
Should flily attack us with covneſs and wiles, , 
Not with open and in ſolent ait brave l 
Not with, &c. 


The Venus e whoſe ſtatue deli ghts all bia. 
Shrinks modefily back 73 the view, _ - o” 
And kindly ſhou'd ſeem, by the artiſt gegn d d. 

To ſerve as a model for you 84 7 


* Vents de Medicis. 


— 


11 
323 


mad « VXI _ Had 


- 'E > 1 
* 


Wb 


Then learn, with her beauties, to copy her air; 
Nor venture too much to reveal: 

Our fancies will paint what you cover with care, 
Aud double each charm you conceal{yent girls, 


The bluſhes of morn; and che inildaefs of May, 
Are charms which no art can procure ; | 

Ob! be but yourſelyes, and our homage we'll Pays. 
And your empire is ſolid,” and ſure: 

But if, amazon-like, you attack your DOTY 
And put us in fear of our lives; 

You may do very well for fiſters and aunts, 

But believe me you'll never be E WiVes—poor . 
Believe me, &c. 


; on gd” e hate 3" 
Set to Muſick by Mr. Worgan. Sung at Vauxhall” 


ELL me laſſes, have you ſeen, | 
TI Lately wand' ring o er the Breen, +, 
Beauty's ſon, a little boy, | | pe” 
Full of frolick, mirth; and Joy? | 
If you know his ſhelter, fay; _ KARE gy: 
He's from Venus gone aftray. e 

Tell me, laſſes, have e 
Such a one trip O er 54 3 ? 
Ay 0 2 
By bis marksthe god you'll — 5 3 
in 5 5 | a9”, CAS © 2 

2 quiver fraught wit 8 -" Ss 

ion fr eee. N a; td 


TY 
3 as 2. 
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Tho he 8 little, naked, blind, | 
He can triumph o'er the mas 
| Tell me laſſes, &c. 


Subtle as the lightning's wound, 
Is his piercing arrow found ; - 
While the boſom'd heart it pains, | 
No external mark remains : 
Reaſon's ſbicl4 itſelf is broke, 
By the unexpected ftroke. 
| Tell me lafſes, &c. i . | f 


Oft the urchin's ſeen to lie, | 7 
Baſking in the ſunny eye; o” ; WE” 
| Oftentimes his prey he ſecks, 
On the maiden's roſy cheeks ; 
Some times he in curling hair, 
Or ſnowy boſoms forms his ſnare; 

Tell me laſſes, &c. 


1 


She that the receſs reveals, 

Where the god himſelf conceals, 

Shall a kiſs receive this night, 

From her heart's ſupreme 0 
To Venus let her bring the boy, 


She ſhall taſte love's ſweeteſt Joy- gigs 423 In 
Tell me laſſes, c. 1 f 
SO N G IXV. 


0 
HEN mighty roaſt beef was the Eoglifhmai's A 
ood, 
1 ennobled our veins, and elbe ber blood, 


Wu, 
Our ſoldiers were braye, and our courtiers. were good. 


O! the roaſt beef of Old England, 
And O! che Esa roaſt beef. 


But fince we have learn'd from all conquering France, 
To eat their ragouſis, as well as to dance, | 
we are fed up with nothing but vain ige 

O! the roaſt beef, &c. ae oe 


Our Fathers of old were robuſt, ſtout, and firong, 
And kept open houſe with good cheer all day-long, 


Which made their plump tenants rejoice in this ſang... 
O! the roaft beef, &c.- 8. | 


But now we are dwindled to—what ſhall I name? 

A ſneaking poor race, half begotten and tame, 

Who ſully thoſe honours that once ſhone in fame. 
O! the roaſt beef, Kc. 


When good Queen Elizabeth ſat on the throne, 
Fre coffee and tea, and ſuch ſlip- lops were knoun, 
The world was in terror, if e er ſhe did frown. 

O!] the roaft beef, &c. | 


In thoſe days, if fleets did preſume on the main 
They ſeldom or never retura'd back again, 
As witneſs the vaunting armada of Spain. 

O! the roaſt beef, &c. 


O! then they bad ſtomachs to eat and to ggbt, a 
And, when wrongs were cooking, to de themſelves. 


i Tight; 
Put now we re a pack of—1 could—but 299d night. 
O! che roaſt beef, cc. * 

H : Oy 


— _— 


( 74) 
Tess this that deliver'd us out of Rome's paw, 
*Twas this that ſav'd our wy: oc and law, 


"Twas this that brought over the glorious an ; 
O ! the roaſt beef, &c, 


When popery and ſlavery came like a flood i in, ö 
The brave prince of Orange was here on a ſudden, | 
And ſaved our bacon, our beef, and our pudding. ( 
Ol the roaſt beef, &c. 


From the frying-pan we had — — the . 

If the warming; pan faction had had their deſire, 

But the * butter- box tumbled them into the mire, 
O! the roaſt beef, xc. 


_* Emblematick appellation for a Dutchman. 


SONG LXVI, 


V 


To the foregoing Tune, 
HEN humming brawn beer was the Engliſk- 


mans taſte, 
Our wives they - were merry, our daughters were 
| chaſte, 
Their breath ſmelt like roſes whenever embrac'd, 
O! the brown beer of Old England, 
And O | he Old Englith AAS: beer. 


Exe coffee and tek bond their way to the town, 
Our anceſtors by their own fires-fides fat down; _ 
Their bread/it was white, and their beer” it vas 7 | 

O! the brown beer, Ke N 


(„ 
Our heroes of old, of whoſe conqueſts wo boaft, 
Could make a good meal of a pot and a toaſt; 


O! did we ſo now, we ſhould ſoon rule the roaſt. 
O! the brown beer, &c. | : 


* 


When the great Spaniſh fleet on our coaſt did ap- 


ar, : 


Our ſailorseach one drank a jorum of beer, 
And ſent them away with a flea in their ear. OO. 
O! the brown beer, & . 5 


Our clergymen then took a cup of good beer, SAR 

Ere they mounted the roſtrum, their ſpirits to cheer 20-4 
Then preach' d. againft vice, _altho courtiers were 

near. be © _ 

O! the brown-beer; 6. 


Their doctrines were then authentic and bold. 

Well grounded on ſcripture, and fathers of old; 

But now they preach nothing but what they are told, 
O! the brown. beer, &c. _ | 


For fince the geneva and ſtrong ratafee, - 
We are dwindled to nothing, but—ſtay, let me ſee, 
Faith, nothing at all, but mere fiddle bs: 

O! the brown beer, &c, | 


S Oo N LXVIL. 


[x be jovial, fill our glaſſes, 
Madneſs tis for us to think, 021 
How the world is rul'd-by affes, 
And the wiſe are 1 5 by chink. 
: 2 


( 76 ) 


Then nc er let vain cares oppreſs us, 
Feng are to them a ſnare ; 
etre evry one as rich as Cræſus, 
While our bottle drowns our care. 


Wine will make us red as roſes, 


And our ſorrows quite forget ; 
Came, let's fuddle all our noſes, 


Drink ourſelves quite out of debt. 


When grim death is looking for us, 
We'er carouſing oer our bowls,” 
Bacchus joining in che chorus, 
Death be gone ! here's none bur fouls 7 


God-like Bacchus thus commanding, 
Trembling death away ſhall fly ; 
Ever aſtcr underſtanding, 
re ere pere can Were 


4 
* * - 


WW 


8 ON 6 LXVInI. 
To the foregoiog Tune. 


_ wine that clears the tuning, | 
Makes men learned without books; 
It fits the gen ral for commandicg,. 

And gives ſoldiers Hercer looks, 


AP AMS - 


"Tis wine that gives a life to loves, 


Heightens beautics of the fair, wy 
Trutk 


; 41 


(mM) 


Truth from fal ſehood it di ſcovers, 
Quickens joys and conquers care. 


Wine will ſet our ſouls on fire, 
Fit us for all glorious things, 
When rais'd by Bacchus we af pire, ns 
At —_ above te * of kings. 


C4 


- 
* 4 | * 


Bring in d magnum plenty, 
Be each glaſs a bumper crovn d, 
None let flinch till they be empty, 
And full trendy, 1 round. 


8 ON 8 ILXIx, 
The Happy Shepherds. 


ARE ! the birds begin their lay, 
Flowret's deck the robe of May; 
See, the litile lambkins bound, 

Playful o'er the clover ground; 

While the heifers-ſportive low, 
Where the yellow cou ſlips blow. 
While the heifers ſportive low, 
Wherothe new 1 blow. 


* the nymph 0 ſkins advance, | 
O'er the lawn in perfect dance ;/* 1 | 
Garlands from the hawthorn 8 
Grace the happy Saepherd's dae 
While the laſſes in arra 
Wait upon the Queen of N May; 
While e laſſes, ** 1 
3 


” q | ; 


(8) 
Innocence, content, and love, 
Fill the meadows and the grove ; | 
Mirth that never wears a frown, | ; 
Health with ſweetneſs all her own; 
1 Labour puts on pleafure's ſmile, , 
| And N care N bis toil; 
Labour puts, &c. 


Ah ! what pleaſures ſhepherds 3 know 
Monarchs cannot ſuch beftow ; 
Love improves each ha bour, 
Grandeur has not ſuch in ſtore. 551 
Learn, ambition, learn from hence, 
Happineſs is innocence ; 
Learn, ambition, &c. 


SONG Xxx. 
The reaſonable Lover. , 15 = 1 ; 1 


Seek not at once in a female to find, 1 by 
The form of a Venus, with Pallas s mind &1:.4 
Let the gil that I love have but prudence in view, 
That, tho' ſhe deceive, I may {till think ber true, 
Be ber perſon nor beauteous, but ting and clean, 
Let her temper be cloud ſs, an 2 her mein. 
By folly, ill- nature, nor vanity! led. 
Nor indebted to py * nen for red. 


May her tongue, that PAP em in wos of doe far, 
Be employ'd to delight us, and not to perptert- * 
Let her not be too bold, nor frown at a jeſt, 

For prudes 1 bier and W I deteſt :: 


2 * 


8o nat rally it loves to range, 


6 . 
May her humour the tafte of the company hit, 2 
Nor ” ffetedly wiſe; or too pert with her wit; 


When l find out a fair one thus form d on my Tor . 
I will love her for ever—T mean if can. 2] 


SONG LXXI. „ OT INE 
The Ranging Lover. 


INCE you will needs my heart poſlcſs, 
'Tis juſt to you I firft confeſs, 
The faults to which tis giv en; 
It is to change much more inclind, 
Than woman, or the fea, or. wind, 
Or aught that 8 under dear Nl. 


* 


Nor will 1 hide from you this truth, 
It has been, from its very youth, at 
A moſt egregious ranger: 10 = 
And firice from me *t has often fled, 4 
With whom it was both born and bred, 2 
Tu ill ſcarce ſtay with aAranger., 


The black, the f4ir, the . the ſad. 
(Which often made me fear twas mad) 
With one kind look to win it; 
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That it has left ſucceſs to change, A 1 42 8 * 
And rc Iſs glories in . 

Oft when I have 18 Ia ick to reſt, Wit Ale. 

"Twou'd make me.a like one poſſeſt, 7% 17” 


For full 'twill keep a pother ; 


And tho tho you only 1 eſteem, 


Vet i 12 will make me, in a dream, 


Court and enjoy another. ü | And 


( & y 


And now, if you are not afraid, 
After theſe truths that I bave ſaid, 
To take this arrant rover : 
- Be notdifpleas'd if I proteſt, | 
I think the heart within your breaſt, . 
Will prove juſt ſuch anotberr. 


SONG LXXII. 


Set by Dr. Arne, In Eliza. 


HEN all the Attick fire was fled” 
And all the Roman virtue dead, 
Poor Freedom loft her ſeat ; | 
The Gothick-mantle ſpread a night, 
That dawp'd fair virtue's fading light; 
The muſes loſt their mate. 


Where ſhould they wander? what new ſhore 
Had yet a laurel left in ſtore? ; 
+ To this bleſt iſle they fteer : 4 $42 
Soon the Parnaſſian choir was heard; : 
Soon virtue's ſacred form appear d; 
And freedom ſoon was — 


The lazy monk has loſt his cell, 

Religion rings her hallow 3 bell, 

- She calls thee now. by m 

Hark! her ſweet voice all- Hlainttve Wen 

See ! ſhe receives a thouſand. wounds & 
If ſhielded not by thee, ung 


oN 


(21 
SONG. LXXII 
Set by Dr. Arne. In the Opera of Eliza. 


Y fond ſhepherds of late were fo bleſt, 
Their fair nymphs were ſo happy and gay, 
That cach night Bac waits to xy "FS * 
And they merrily fung through the day: 
But, ah ! what a ſcene muſt appear 
Muſt the ſweet rural paſtimes be o 
Shall the tabor no more ſtrick the ear? 5 
Muſt the dance on the green be no m re 


* 


Muſt the flocks from their paſtures be led)? 
Muſt the herds go wild ſtraying abroad, 
Shall the looms be all ſtopp'd in their ſhed? | 

And the ſhips be · all movr'd in each road? 
Mutt the arts be all ſcatterd around? . + 

And ſhall commerce grow fick of its tide ? 
Muſt religion expire on the ground? 

And ſhall virtue fink down by it's fide ? 


SONG LXXIV. 


OME Britannia! ſhake thy lance, 
Plume thy ſelf in martial pride; 
Haſte ! thy glorious ſhicl1 aduance, 
Take again ihy gallant ſtride: 
Take ag————aln,, ., | 
Take again thy gallant ſtride: 
Think! oh think, on all thy noble ſtory, 
Rouze thee, rouze thee to thy antient glory, 
Rou-— — — e he 


* Think 


1 


. 2 41 » e 


(% » 


Think! oh think, on all hy: noble ſtory, 
Rouze thee, rouze thee to thy antient glory. 


Leave the dreary moſs- own cell, 
Tis the hermit's abode, 
Honour there wou'd ſcorn to dwell, 
Leave it then and take her road ; 
| Leave it th= m— 
Lexve it then and take her 01. 
"Think ! oh think, &c, 


Haſten, haſten hence away, 4 4. ache 1 
All thy martial ardor ſhew, * 
in - on array, - | | 

ou x vanquiſh ev r — ; 

Thou ſhalt va y 

Thou ſhalt van -_ — . 
Think f oh 


80 N G IxxVv. 


Nan of the Vale. i 


N a ſmell vleaſant villa lage by nature compleat, 
Of a few boneſt ſhepherds the quiet retreat; 


ere liv'd a young A of fo lovely a mein, | 
As ſeldom at balls; or atcourts can be ſeen : 
The ſweet damaſk roſe was full blown on vi cheek, 
The lilly diſplay d all its white on her neck; | 
The lads of the village all ftrove to prevail, 
And call'd her with 8 ſweet Nan of the nr 
irſt 


(83) 


Firſt poor Hodge ſpoke his paſſion ein quite out of 
rea | 

Crying wounds ! he could hug her and kiſs her to 

7 9 . | 

And Dick with her beauty was ſo much poſſeſs d, 

That he loathed his food and abandon d his reſt ; 

But ſhe could find nothing in them to endear, 

So ſent each away with a flea in his ear, | 

And ſaid no ſuch boobies could tell a love tale, 

Or bring to compliance ſweet Nan of the vale. . 


Till young Roger, the ſmarteſt of all the gay green, 
Who late on a frolick to London had been, 
Came back much improv'd in his air and addreſs, 
And boldly attack'd her not fearing ſuecceſs; 

He ſaid heav'n form'd ſuch ripe lips to be kiſs d, 
And preſs d her ſo cloſe, that ſhe could not reſiſt; 

He ſhew'd the dull clowns the right way to affail, 

And brought to his wiſhes ſweet Nan of the vale. 


$ONG LXXVI, 
The Aſs, 3 


US H about the briſk bowl, twill enliven the 

| heart, | | 

While thus we fit round on the graſs: 

The lover who talks of his ſuff rings and ſmart, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an- aſs, an aſs, - | 

Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, 


* 
N — 


ne wretch who ſits watching his ill gotten pelf, 
Wuate er 


And wiſhes to add to the maſs; 


( ©: 


Whate'er the curmudgeon may think of himſclf, 
Deſerves io be teckon'd an aſs, an afs, 
* to be reckon d an aſs. 


1 
15 


3 who lo ſmart, with his wall 2 4 bas | 
An angel betolds in his glaſs, 

And thinks with grimace 10 ſubdue all bs ain. * | 
May juſtly be reckon'd an . an 
May juſtly &c. 2 WF 3 


The merchant from climate to climate will PAs} 
Of Cræſus the wealth-to ſurpaſs ; 

And oft while he's wand'ing, my lady at home, 
Claps the horns of an ox on an aſs. 
Claps the horns &c. 


© The lawy er To grave, when he in his ple, 
Wich 445 well fronted Lich braſs; pe 
Tho ke talks to no purpoſe, he pockets your fee: 
There you my good friend are the aſs, 
re you, &c. 


= > wm - ooh 


| The formal phyſician who knows ev'ry ill, 
Shall laſt be produc'd in this clas ; 

The ſick man a-while may confide in bis Kill, +4 
But death proves the doctor an aſs. + 
But death proves &c, © 


Then let us companions be jovial and' gay, 
By turns take the bottle od laſs ; EN 

For he who his pleaſurcs puts of for a day, 
Deſerves to be reckon'd an aſs, 
Deſerves to, &. 1 


SON 6 


OC $8 
SONO LXXVIL, 


To reſiſt the tender dart, 

For examples move us never, 
We muſt feel, to know the ſmart: 

When the ſhepherd ſwears he's dying, 
And our beauty ſets to view, 

Vanity, ber aid ſupplying, - | 

Bids us think—'tis all our due. 


Softer than the vernal breeze, F 
Is the mild deceitful firain;, 

Frowning truth our ſex diſpleaſes, 
Flatt'ry never ſues in vain. 

Soon, too ſoon, the happy lover, 


- 
* 
A 
1 4 


Will our tend' reſt hopes deceive; ur 


Man was form'd to be a rover, 
Fooliſh woman to believe. 


 $ONG LXXVIIL _ 
Tune. The bonny gray-ey d Morn. 


7 I S intereſt governs all mankind, 

It rules the body, governs the mind; 
In country, city, court, it is the common cry. 
Here's every thing for money, who will buy ? 
The prieſt he ſells you prayers, 
The lawyer ſells you lies, 


The doRor ſells you, death, fs $f © 


He's a fool that buys: 
A pretty lady ſells her magic ring, : 
The ſtateſman ſells his country and his king, 


441 omo_ 


AIN is ev'ry fond endea vor 


1 88 ) 
A Mason's SONG LX. 
The Words b by Brother John Thomas, vey % 


Mufick by Brother Orme. . 
Aris, gentle muſe ! who ich wiſdom in 


ach. boſom . 5 — 1 in e debits; boy 
For from glorious actions, the bliſs that accrues, l 
Is the worth all admire, and each maſon N f 


| CnorvVs. 2 
Hence harmony ſprings; tis the cement of be, 
Fair freedom on earth, and bright union above, 


Indignant, around us, tho' diſcord is ſeen, 

And malice full loaded with venomous ſpleen ; Ph, 

To the one we'll be deaf, to the other be blind, 

For virtue will always. give ſtrength to the — 
Hence harmony ſprings, &c. 

Thus beauty's gay charms, with a luſtre divine, 

Our art ſhall adorn, which for ever will ſhine; 


Till time circling round ſhall unfold the great Hy 4 | 


Which thus has united the ſage and the youth. 
Hence harmony ſprings, &C. BYE, 


SONG LXXX. 
Hang me if 1 Marry 


ECLAKE, my pretey maid, 
) Muft my fond ſuit miſcarry ? | 
ith you I'M toy, III kiſs and play 
But hang me if I marry. t ful 


8 F 4s 


Then ſpeak your mind at once, 
No longer let me tarry ; F With 


ha !? ww kk way. co 


ES, 


With yon ru toy, n kifs and play, A a vr tt 
e e 236 944 | 22 | 


Tho charms and wit aſſall, 25 | 

* The ſtroke I well can parry, . 
love to toy, and kiſs ang, play, | : 

* But do not chuſe to rs p Deen % E 


Young Molly of the Dale, 

Makes à meer flave of Harty ; 
Becauſe when they had toy'd and kiſs'd, | 
Ide foolifh fwain wou d marry. . 14 202254 


Theſe fix d reſalyes, my dear, 
| to the grave will carr 

With you Ll toy, III kifs 7 and play, 
But Way me if 1 marry. 


- 


SONG LXXXI. 4 Lag 


INCE Fenn thinks mean her heart! s Iove to deny 
And Peggy s uneafy when Harry's not by, 
Fil own, with bluſhing, were all the world by; 
| And Willy the La4, the Lad for me; 

e Aud Willy“ the Lad, "the Lad for me. l 


He brought me a wreath, which his bands dit 
compoſe, 
Where 2 dale- loving _y was. twin'd with the 


1484 


' WM Young m — in ſprigs did the borders inloſe; $ $1; x 
| 4d Wi Y's avs Lad, &c. | | | | ? 


7 ud = 
0 * 1 2 5 mz of 416 By 
* of 
h x „ F 4 9 n * 
j * 5 2 L F C „ [4 . 


* 


By myrile, ſaid he, is my paſſion expreſs'd; | 
The roſe, like your lips, in vermilion is dreſs d. 


W for whiteneſs, e 
And Willy's the Lad, de. 


I Theſe ribbons of mine were bis gift at the fair; 
My mother looks croſs, and cries, “ Fanny, beware, 
But d'ye think I regard her? Not I, nn 

And Willy's the Lad, &c. 


Beneath a tall beach, and reclin'd on nnn 
I ſaw my dear Shepherd, bow ſweet was his look! 
He aſk'd for one kiſs, but charm ackn of on 7 


And Willy” 1 the La, &. 


Icry'd, You're 00 rude, wh zee diſdain, 
For early in life we're inſtructed to feign, = 
' He made me no anſwer, but kifsd me again: 
e a> fey Lad, &c. 
» 


Then what can 1 do? inftruft me ye = ah. 5. a 
When a lover ſo cloſely, ſo warmly invades, 
Whoſe ſilence as much as bis language enn: 
And Willy the Lad, the Lad for m . 
And _ s the Lad, me ſw „ 


s ON LXXXIL | 
The HIGHLAND LADIES. 


HE Lawland lads think they are fine, 90 7 n 
But oh! they're vain and idly gaudie ;, 

much unlike that graceful mien, 

And manly looks of my Highland Laddie.- 


O ny 


* 


„ 
O my bonny Highland Laddie; K 
Ay handſome, ſmiling Highland Laddic ; 2 
May Hewv'n ftill guard, and love reward; 
7 he Lawland laſs and her Highland Laddie. 


If I were free at will to chuſe, 
Io be the wealthieft Lawland Laidy x, 
I'd take g Donald in his trews, 

With 8 blue and belted plaidy, 
O my benny, &c.. 


Tbe braveſt Beau in Burrows-Town. 
In a his airs, with art made ready; 

Compar'd to him he's but a clown, 
He's finer far in's Tartan plaidy. 

2 wy bonny, c. 5 


Or Bemy-Hills with him rn run, N 

And leave my Laulund kin and daddy;. 
Frae winter's cauld, and ſummer's ſun, 7800 

He'll ſcreen me wich his Highland ay. "IH 
O my bonny, * | . 
A painted room a biken bed, 

ay pleaſe a Lawland Laird and Laidy * 

But l 2 kiſs and be as glad, 

Bebind a buſh in's Highland lady. 
O my bonny, &c. 


* - ** ** 


Few compliments between us pa 8 
I ca' him him my dear Highland Laddie, 
And he ca's me his Lawland 1 9 
e ji anntar ff rien 
| 9 > he ett 
of 41 = ae ; 


— 


4 


be Mountains clad with purple bloom, 


4 0 .my * * 


06909 
Nae greater joy I'll Cer pretend, 


Than that his loye prove true and WW" 42 


Like mine to him, which ne er ſhall end, 


* 
g 1 
1 2. * 


While Heav'n preſerves my Highland Laddit, 


O my bonny Highland Laddie. 
My handſyme, ſmiling Highland Laddie ; 


. May Heav n flill guard, and love reward, _ © 
7 he Lau land loſt and her Highland Laddie. 


5$ ON G LXXXIL 


The HIGHLAND LASSIE. 


Jo Lawland maids go fpruce and oe, 


But oft they're ſgw r and pertly ſawcy ; 


proud they never can be kind, 
wy wr re 'd Highland laſſic. 
O my honey 


45 land laffie, | 
My hearty, mling Highland lafſie ; #1445 43.23 


ay never care make thee leſs fair, 


But bloom of youth flill bleſs my laſfie. © 


Fore any laſs in B eren, Tru, 


Who makes her cheeks with „ 99 


Id take my Katie with one gown, _ 
Bare-footed in her little oe. 


.-0 my woe, &c. 


And berries ripe invite my treafure, 
Enamell'd flowers breathe A eee 
And court my love to * plea 


— 


— 


n. 


e 1 


Come lovely Katie, come away, , = | 
We'll chearful range the flow ry W Ade 
Thy ſmiles ſhall gild each live long day, ; 
And love and truth for ever bed us, 
O ny benny, xc. Ps ÞIL 
Beneath the beter, or birken buf; ee, 
Whenc'er 1 court, orkifs my beauty,” : 
13 tu as one would wiſh, 
My flutt'ring heart goes pitty-pa 
On benny Highland /affie, 5 1 4 
My hearty, ſmiling Highland laffie ; 
ay never care make thee leſs fair, 


But bloom a vun ill bleſs my lar. e * 2 


SONG LXXXIV..... © þ 


CIT 


Modernix d from cnkuckk 1 


R OM ſweet bewitching Tricks of Loy, 

F Young Men your Hearts ſecure, 

Leſt from die Parks of Senſe you fee, 
In Dotage premature, OTE 
In Dotage premature. 

Look at each Laſs thro” Wiſdom's Glaſs, 

Nor truſt the naked Eye: 

Gallants beware, look ſharp, take care, 

The Blind eat many a 57 * 

The Blind eat many a Fly. 85 3: 


Not only on their Hands and Neck's 1 

The borrow'd White you Il findʒj wa 
Some Belles, when Intereft directs, v7 1684 
Can even paint the Mind, LDH & 
Can even paint, & . 


(.92.) 
Joy in Diſtreſs they can expreſs, 
Their very Tears can lye : 


Gallants ben are, &c. 


There's not a Spinftcr in the Kelm 
But all Mankind cen cheat, | 

| Down to the Cottage from be Helm, 
The Lea rn, the Brave, the Great, 
The Learn'd &c, 

With lovely Looks, and golden 2 


To entangle us they try: 
Gallants beware, & c. 


5 could we with ink the Ocean $11, 


Was Earth of Parchment made ;, 
Was ev'ry fingle Stick a Quill, 
Each Man a Scribe by Trade, 
Each Man a Scribe by Trade. 
To write the Tricks of Hal che Ses 
Would ſuck that Ocean dry: 
Gallants beware, look ſhar take care, 
The Blind eat many a Fly, 2 | 
The Blind eat many a Fl. 


SONG LXXXV. 
+1, , Lovely Peggy. 


NCE more I'll tune the yocal Shell, 
o hills and dales my paſſion 25 
A flame which: time can never 
But burns for thee, my Peggy. 


245 ” % 4 


(9) 


Far greater bards the lyre ſnou d hit, 

For ſay what ſubjects is more fit, 

Than to record the ſparling wit, 
And bloom of very Peggy ? 


The ſun firſt riſing in the morn, 
That paints the dew-beſpangled "RY 
Does not ſo much the day adorn, 
As does my lovely Peggy. | 14 
nd when, in Thetis lap — 1414; 
He ftreaks with gold the ruddy math,” 13 ag: #7) 
He's not ſo beauteous as undreſ t, 
Appears my lovely Peggy. 22 


When Zephyr on the wialor lon: - 
Or breathes — 2 — roſe, 
It does not half the ſweets di ſcloſe, 
As does my lovely Peggy 
I ſtole a kiſs the other day, 1 
And truſt me, (nought barten ter) DE 


The fragrance of the n «hh : £7 Hun 
Is not fo ſweet as Peggy. © l 
Where the array'd in ruſtic weed, Hit A 
With her the bleating flocks Id feeds | 25 12211 
And pipe upon my oaten reed, | 

To pleaſe my 1 


With her a cottage 4 lik "oY 1 3 
All's happy when n ſhe's in my int, L Zi 
But when ſhe's gone tis endleſs night, | 

All's dark without- my Peggy- „ © LGC 


While bees from flow'r to flow'r ſhall rove, 
And linnets warble thro the grove, 
r ſtately ſwan's the waters love 
$6 long ſhall I love Pegg tf . 


( 44 ) 


And when death with his pointed dart, 
Shall ſtrike the blow that revives my heart, 
My words ſhall be, when I depart, 
Adieu, my lovely Peggy © 


S 0 N 6 LXXXVI. 
Polly Willis. 


TTEND, ye ever tuneful Swains, 
That in meladions. lulling ſtrains, ff rd 
Of Chloe ſing or Phillirc, 191 4 
Tho weak my ſkill, tho. rude m verſe, LAS 
Upbraid me not whilft I rehearſe, , 
The charms of Polly. Willis. + 


Tho' languid, 1 and poor in thought, 13 1 
No Simile ſhall here be brought, | 
8 Roſes, Pinks, or Lillies _ - 
e ee eee THYL 
But ſure no Simile can fit, : 
The charms of Polly W alin ( 


A Simile to match her hair, ö 
Her lovely forchead high and fair, 
Beyound my greateſt {kill is; 
How then, ye Gods! can be expreſl, 
The eyes, the lips, the heaving breaſt, 
Of charming Pally Willis, . 


She's not like Venus on the flood, 
Or as ſhe once on Ida ſtood, 
Nor mortal Auaryllis; | 
Frans all that's — bright and fair, 
leafing ſhape, and killing air; 
that is Polly Milli. 


1 
72 


ts) 


ho time her charms may wear aways . . 
All men $iep-s in time decay; ES ban Som * 2 - 
Yeti | 


pow r there ſtill is. 
A charm which en ſhall for life en dure 
1 mean the ſportleſs mind and pure, 

Of charming Polly Willis. 


SONG LXXXVIL 


ELL ne 0 tes Lan Ant TRULY 4% 
That Cloe's falſe and common; © | 

1 always knew, at leaſt believ' a. a 
She was a very woman: Fendt 

As ſuch I lik'd, as ſuch careſs d APES LS LIE 

She till was conſtant when poſels d; bf 

She cou'd do more for no man. 


But, Oh! her thoughts on others ran, 51:4 2049 
And that you'll think a hard hing,, 
Perhaps ſhe thinks yourſelf the man, 
And what care I one Farthing ? 9 
You ſay ſhe's falſe ; I'm ſures ſhe $ kind; n 
1 take her body, you her mind, =! 5113 nad 4 
Who has the better bargain? | 9 244 


8 ONG LXXXVII. 
Advice 10 the FAIR. | 
I E, 


H. RK, hark, oer the plains” ow the ey 


bells ri 


. 
cep while my charmer is laid; 


—_ 


(&@) 


Aſleep while my charmer is laid. 
The village is up and the day on the wing, 
And Phillis may yetdie = maid, 
My poor girl, my poor girl; _ 
And Phillis may yet die a maid; 
My poor girl, mw 
And Phillis may yet die a maid. | 


SHE. 


Tis hardly 1 vet day and I cannot aw 
Oh! Damen, Im young and afraid; 
Oh! Damon, I'm young, &c, 
To-morrow, my dear, I'll to church without fear, 
But let me to-night lie a maid, | 
My deat boy, Sc. | 
The bride-maids are met, bY, mamma's on the fret * 
All, all my coy Phillis upbraid ; | 
All, all my coy Phillis, &c. L. 


By midnight, my dear, ſhall. be eas'd, of her fear 
Nor grieve ſhe's no longer a maid, | M 


My poor girl, an 


sR. 


Dear ſhepherd forbear, and to-morrow I ſwear ; 
To-morrow I'll not be afraid; 
To-morrow Ill not, Sc. 
1 open the door, and deny you no more, 
Nor cry to live longer a maid, LAT 
" My dear r bey. Ce. 5 ee Y 


( 97.) | 
No, no, Phillis no, on that boſom of Wo twin. 
To-night ſhall your ſhepherd' be laid; 
To- night ſhall, 2 8 . 
Faſt lock'd in his arms, you ſhall viel up. out, 
charms, 
Nor wiſh to live longer a maid, q 2651 a 
My dear girl, Sc. TROPHY | AE 
' Wie] ; 
Then open the door, 'twas unbolted F {11.21 e 
Las Damon his bliſs that delay d; TEE 
'[was Damon, &c. 


To church let us go, and if there I ſay, No $503 ov 
O then let me. die an old maid,. . 44 2044 468 
| My dear boy, FERRET: | * 15 | 


DUET and cuoRvs” 


Away then, away; and to love'gtve the day. is 2 
le nymphs let example perfuadez,..: | ,. > 
Ye —— let example, Wc. 

Let beauty be kind, when the ſwain's in the minds, 4, 
"Tis fooliſh to die an old maid, . 

My dear girl, my dear girl; ** 
Tee 6/1 eib e 

dear girl, "24.4 


'Tis cli to die an old maid, 
NO Lu IF 


. - : 4 
7 . 14 


Bumpers Squire I 


* E good fellows 411, 
Who love to be told where ad Sclatet, 
good ſtore, 


Attend 


— 


— 


e oO 907 UNS ge 
Of ane who's ne'er frighted, e 
| But greatly delighted, 
Mich ſix battles more; 
He ſure you don't paſs, 


The good houſe or the glaſs, 
Which the jolly red god ſo peculiarly owns;. 
| "Twill well ſuit your humour, 
For pray what wou'd you mcre, | 
Than mirth with good claret, and doinpers, Squire 
Jene Ff 


— 


Ve lovers, who pine | 
For laſſes that oft prove as cruel as fair, 
Who whimper and whine 
For lillies and SM. 
With eyes, lips, and noſes, | 
Or tip of an ear: | 7 
Come hither, IH ſhow ye 
How Phillis and Chloe, 
No more ſhall occafon ſuch fighs and- been groan$ 
For what mortal fo 
As not to quit Cupid, 


When call'd by * and Lips, Squire 


Fines? 


Ye poets, bo write, 
And brag of your drinking fam'd Helicon s brook, 
Tho al you get by's, 
Is a dinner oft-times, 
In reward of your rh y meßs, 


With Hupplry the aden | ok 2 * 
1107: 1.93407 Of "7 ad 


# 


— 


* 
* 


(99) 
Learn N to foflo /, * 
| And quit your Apollo 
PForfake all the Muſes, thoſe ſenſeleſs old drones 
Our jingling of glaſſes 
Your rhyming ſurpaſſes, 
When ctown'd with er rr e 


Foner;- 


Ye Soldiers ſo 152 
With plenty of oaths, tho” no plenty of . | 
Who make ſuch a rout, TEE 
Of all your commanders, | 
; Who'ſerv'd us in Flanders, b 28 
And eke at the Boyne : $5149 d 
Come leave off your rattling a 
Of fieging and battling, 
And 1 much beter uo ſleep in whole 


Were you ſent to Gibraltar, 
| -Your note you'd ſoon alter, 
And wiſh for good claret,, and N "Squire 


p nen. 


20 1 11 


Te clergy ſo wiſe, Ne HATE 
Who myft ries profound can demonſtrate wt clear, 

How worthy to4He! _ 
You, preach, once à weck, 


But your tythes never e, 2 1 
Above once in a Teatr: 5 

Come here without faſting, © 0 1 

And leave off your rafting; Mol 


'Gainfi biſhops providing tor dull up diene; ; 
K 2 Says 


(100) 


. the text ſo divine, 
What is life without wine ? 
Then w_ wüh the claret, à bumper, Squire 
ones, 


t. v. lawyers ſoj juſt, 
Be the cauſe var it will, who ſo tend eas. 
How worthy of truft ! 
You know black from white, - 
Let prefer wrong to right, 
As you chance to'be feed : 
Leave muſty reports 
And forſake the " hel courts, 
Where dulneſs and diſcord have ſet-up pl frog; 
Burn Salkeld and, Ventris, 2 
Wich all your d Entries, 
And away with the claret, a Nane, Squire Fan, ' 


Ye phyſical tribe, 


Whoſe knowledge confits in hard words 1 


Ng * ,Primace 18 15 
er you preſeribe, 
Have at your devotion 
Fe what will the cafe; 12 
; Pray where is the need | 
To purge, bliſter, and bleed J 
When ailing yourſelves the whole faculty owns, 


That the forms of old Galen _ " 
are not ſo prevailinng 
As nt. xl good. claret, and deren, Squire 
| © RO Rr 


. < * * 
a - 
Ye 
ax - S 
* 


gt. 


Ye For Hunters eke, 
That follow the call of © Ln and the hound,. 
Who your ladies forſake 
Before they're awake, | 
Io beat up the brake ir 
Where the Yormimis fond sss „ WW 
Leave Piper and Blueman, -io4m or 
Shrill 'Dutcheſs and Trueman; . | 
No muſick is found in ſuch diſſonant tones: 1 
, Waou'd youtaviſh your ears, 15 


Wich the Songs of ihe ſpheres . 
* away to che claret; a; bumper, Squi Squire Foners.. 
"$086: Xe. © ER 
wir med'cine can, ſoften the eben ** 
ſmart? ? 


What Lethe can hanith the pain? 
What cure can be met with to ſoothe the fond den! 


Taat' s-broke by a faithte(s young fwain ! ** 


In hopes * him how-velaly4 wy, 
The ＋ the wake and the green; 


When Colin Pr 2a, | Fg, 
'Twas here firſt my Damon was ſeen. 


When to the pale moon the ſoft nightingales moan, , 
la accents ſo piercing and clear; 
You fing not ſo ſu 1 cry with a groan, , 
As what my dear 22 vas here. 


A gatland of willow my temples ſhalt ſhade,” 


And pluck it, ye nympbs, from yon prove 2: | 
For there, to he- coſt; was s poor Laura grove: | 4 
And Damon pretended to love, | | 
1 S8 O N.G; 


- 


ca. 
1 7 
- * 


SONG XCT. 
Good Advice. | 


HAT Cato advifes moſt certainly wiſe is, 
| Not always to labour, but ſometimes to play, 
To mingle ſweet pleaſure with er abter trea- 
we, A | 
Indulging at-night for the toils of the day. 128; 
And while the dull mer eſteems himfelf wiſer, 
His bags to encreaſe while his health does decay, 
Our ſouls we enlighten, out fancies we brighten, - 
- And paſs the long ev wings: in D away. 


All chearful and hearty, we fet aſide Ms. 13-427 
With ſome tender fair the bright bumper is 
crown d-; + 
Thus Bacchus invites us, and Venus delights us, 
While care in an ocean of claret is drown'd. 
See here's out phyfcian, we know no ambition, 
But where 8 wine and a Fompany 


EE . in ſpite of all weather) . 
uniking and Jammer with w year round. 


65 FIRE; $0 N. G xcix 

y Jove VILbe free. 
all you young: lovers hain with deſ- 
Senate, and ſigh for the fair ; 


hf 


(103) 


Who puff up their pride by enchanting their charms, 

And or them tis heaven to lie in their arms: 

Be wiſe by example, take pattern by me, 

For let what will pen, by you I'll be free, 
* Jove K 

For let what will happen; by Jove F11 be free. 


Young Daphne 1 tale; in the net I was caugbt, 
L ly'd out I flatter'd, as cuſtom had taught ; _ 
1 Ar + d her to bliſs, which ſhe granted full ſoon, 
But the date of my paſſion expir d with the moon. 
Se vom d ſhe was ruin; d, k ſaid it might be; 
I'm 1 my dear, but by Fove I'll be free, 
| E Jove F eee 
; ud -4 9 

The nent was young Phillis as bright 25 the morn, 
The love that I proffer'd ſhe treated with ſcorn; 
I laugh'd at her folly, and told her my mind, 
That none could be handſome, but ane os 

were kind? 3 
Her pride and Ill nature were loſt upon me, * 
For . of fair faces, by Fove T f be fee 


y Jove Til be Free, &c. 


Let eber call marriage the harbour of joys, _ 

Calm peace delight in, and fly from all noife ;: 

Some chuſe tobe hamper'd, tis ſure · a ſtrange rage, 

And like birds they ling beſt, when they re put ina 

cage: 

cab s the devil, tas nei er made for me z. 

Let. who will be We ſlaves, by Fove I'll be free, 
By Jove 1 ll be _ | 


*- 4 


( 04 ») 


Then let the britk bumper run over the glaſs, 
In a toaſt to the young and the beautiful laſs, 
Who, yielding and eaſy, preſcrives no dull rule, 
Nor thinks it a wonder a lover ſhould cool: 
III bill like the ſparrow, and rove like the bee, 

or in ſpite of grave leſſons, by Fove It be free, 

By Jove I'll be fret. 
For in Spite of grave Lehen,, by Jove Fl}. be free. 


8 0 N G XCIII.. 


4 
Tux AN. GL E R. 


0 M E liſten a while, and J It tell you a+ = 
Tis 44-4 ſtaunch. angler, who lov'd the ſport: 
well,; 
Pray mark the contents which I here lay before ye,. 
The tale it is true that to you I ſhalt tell. 
5 With aruy, ruv, ruv, tuv, areau. 
Ku, aruv, ruv, ruv, ruv, ruvs in . O. 


This angler ſo Raunch had, A be voung wife 


firs, 
"Who oftentimes left her before break of day, 
K But ſne not approving his odd way of life, firs, 
Would oft heave a figh while her 5155 Was N 
Wich aruv, ruv, ruv.. &c. 


4 


"Ab, did I marry à man chat loves fiſhing ?' 
. 15855 be fra for in this you'll agree, 
That a right woman's man ſhould love nothing but 
eſhing, 
_ And with ſuch a dear ſpouſe how contented I'd be. 
With acuv, ruv, ruv, &c. | Theo: 


(.,105. 


Then ſtrait to a buxom ;young fellow ſhe went, fir, - 
Who often bad blam'd- her for being too coy, 
He view'd her fond eye, and found out her . 


ſir, 
And eagerly preſs d ber to grant him the 74 
Wich aruv, ruv, ruv, * F 3 


Six times he put in and fix times he palld out; ſir, 
Till weary with ſport he could angle no more; 


Q-'oth he, tho I've caught neither barble nor trout, fir, - 


I ne'er in my life had ſuch angling bela. 
Wich aruv, ruv, ruv, &. 


My dear, quoth the fair, you may put in againg fn 

But firſt e your, depthy or your: m Wr 
avail, [ 

If you 47 not, the . bottom your angling' inoplas 


Fiſh deep to the bottom, of ſport you'll not fail, 
1 With-atus; aged ay MY e eee 
1 | T4 AT 


Then rai wi . de folt for te ground, 
D yet, quoth the fair, for jyou're never the 


near ; 
No bottom, quoth he, is there yet to be found, firs, 
Zounds, why ſbould 1 plumb, where, no Senn 
is here ? | 
With aruv, ruv, *, cf: 4 


Never fling for an inch, quoth/the fair] you are right, 
| r, 
Now bait well your hook, and throw it in wa 
glee, ' 171 i-43þ rb rx and 


\ 
_ 
4 y 
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- 
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Hare patſence i little, you'll ſoon have a bite, fir, 
There !*now mind the bob l tis a ſmart one, 
quoth the, 
With aruv, ruv, ruv, &C. 


Then frail he pull'd up, but the fiſh it was gone, 


rs, 
His bait taken off, and his line ſnapt in twain ; 
See, my love, quoth the blade, —I am quite broken 
| , firs 
Never mind i it, quoth ſhe, but put in once again. 
With aruv, ruv, ruv, Se. 


| Ad, no! quoth the blade, fee my tackle's paſt uſing 
A But to-morrow Ill come, — — e's pat 8. 
Go, fooliſh, ſaid ſhe, for ſuch paſtime refuſing, 
Pet, ah, could my ſpouſy but angle like you.. 


N prog _; ruv, ruv, ko. 


Obſerve, bother bobs und. take this a8 warning, 
Id The jett will hold good, for the moral is plain, 


See OCH va ** wives give a good 
Ad as brifk a good night when you meet! em 


again. 
Wich aruy, ruv, ruv, ruv, ruv, aruv, 
u, arur, atuv, ruv, ruv, in and out O- 


8s ONO XCI VL. 
Sung by Mr. VERNON, at Vauxhall. 


£ | Rambled about a twelvemonth I'vow, 
In ſearch of a damſel for life, 4 


( 2% 


For roving perplex d me I could not tel] ha 
So venturd at tlaft on a wite, _ — 


x 
| p . 1 * J * £\ 


The girls of the town, each rake muſt well know, 
Imbitter the pleaſures of life, 
For evils on-evils will conflanty flow, 


And makes us all wiſh for a wife, 


A miſtreſs, tis true, that's youthful and 827. | 
May ſweeten the troubles of life, 

And while ſhe is conſtant drive ſorrow. away, 
But what is all this to a wife. 


In wedlock alone true ory find, 
To gild the rough paſſage of life, 

Then chuſe out alaſs with a delicate mind, 

And make the dear charmer a wife. 


And you, O ye fair, be kind to the man, 
Who offers to bleſs you for life, 


Be conſtant and true, and as fond as you can, 
For theſe are the charms of a wife. Sg 


SONG. XV. 
LOVE A-LA-MODE. 
O gain a buxom widow of the Strand, | | 
L Poe {s'd of beauty, and the chink in hand, | 
Who once again for 83 s flambeau ſigb d. 


Four greedy ſparks of different nations try J. yy. 
A child of Iſcael's tribe, a bonny Scot, 


A jockey buck, * from Cork red hot. 1 f = 
_—_ | 


( 18) ) 


| Firſt Mordecai effay d the fair to win, 4} given 
And in Moſaic ftrain did thus begin: © © © 


\ Madam, behold atyour feet 
One dat vas claim to your pity, 

Jam de richeft of all 
De Jews dat dwel in de city ; 

If den you kindly to me 

Your perſon and charms wilt ſurrender, 

No Iaty in all de land 

Like you ſhall ey in ſplendour. | 


Next came Sir Archy from the banks of the Tweed "By: 


- Sprung from the rod ſarcaſm's ſneering breed, 
With bigh-dry'd Glaſgow he ſupply'd his noſe, 
And thus began his pailion | to diſcloſe. 


Ah, madam, in geud truth Iſwear 
[love you more than crowdy, 
And Helen, who ſet Troy in flames, 
To thee was but a dowdy: 
Might I adviſe, 
You ſhould deſpiſe 
Thoſe things that are about you; 
Your hond give me, 
You'll honour'd be, 
1 cannot live without you. 


From fam'd Newmarket's courſe next "Squire Groom, 


A ſon of Nimrod, comes to know his doom; © 
With rude « Hark forward” he the welken rends, 
Then ſmacks bits N and thus himſelf commends: 


U pos 


„ a tc 


* *% = 


OP> > t»-t wo 


| ( 1g ) 
Upon the turf I am well known, 
Sound wind and limb, and ne'er was thrownz 
Youll find I carry full two ſtone, 
My pretty ſkitriſh filly: 
Then let the prieft his work begin, 
We'll take the knowing-ones all in, 
'Tis fix to four the plate I win, 
What ſays my ſkitriſh filly ? 


Sir Callaghan 0 Brallaghan next appears, 
At his approach the widow pricks her cars; 


With honeſt tongue that ne er was known to ſeign, * 


He thus attacks her in Fingalian ftram : 
Dear creature I come to make love to your cheek, + 


My eyes are ſo full that I ſcarcely can ſpeak, 

To tell you how Cupid has bother d my heart, 
And made ſuch a hole you may drive thro' a cart, 
With * fal de rol, bow wow whack. | 


When mine, you hal go dreſs d as fine as a lord, 

Have a monkey to play with when I am abroad; 
A grand ſtately Y manſion to keep out the weather, 

And well cuddle like pigs in a hogſty together. 
With my fal de rol, &c, | 


Struck with his form of right Proegludalan make, 
dhe ſtrait reſolves Sir CaNaghan to take; 

With pleaſing ſmiles confirms his happy lot, | 
And thus cofounder the Jockey, Jew, and Scot, 


Againſt your attacks I remain firm as a rock, 
Away with your crowdy, you horſes and ſtock U 
My heart I beftow where I now give my hand, 


Sir Calla an $ the man that (fall plough up my land. 
* L OEM SONG 
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SONG, XC VI. 


Tat MAID o Py THE MILL. 1 


TTE 27% all ye ſhepherds and nymphs to 
my lay 
_ You may learn from my tale and go wiſer away; ä 
A damſcl once dwelt at the foot of à hill, 


Well knoun by the name of the maid of the mill. 


In hec all the oraces had jointly combin'd, 
Her face to improve and embelliſh her nad; 
Nor pride nor deceit e er her boſom did fill, 
"Twas nature alone in the maid of the mill. 


\ The lord of the village beheld the ſveet maid, 
Each art to ſubdue her was preſently laid ; 
Wich gold he endeavour'd to tempt her to ill, 

But nought could prevail with the maid of the mill, 


Her virtue ſhe prizd. beyond ſplendor or fate, 
Tho poor yet the never repin d at her fate; 
His proffers ſhe lighted, in vain all his ſkill, 

Io ruin the fame of the maid of the mill. 


Tong Colin addreſs d her with hope and with fear. 
His heart was right honeſt, his love was fincere: ; 
With rapture his boſom each moment wou'd thrill, 
Whene er he beheld his dear maid of the mill, 


His paſſion was founded in honour and truth, : 
The nymph read his heart and of eus lov'd te . 


nis 


At church little Patty fond. anſwer'd J will, 


His lordſhip was baulk d of the maid of the mill. 


What happineſs waits on the chaſte N pa lr, 
Content, they are ſtrangers to ſorrow and care; 
The flame they firſt rais'd in each other burns ſtill, 
And Colin is bleſs'd with the maid of the mill. 


SONG XCVII. 


HEN you meet a tender creature, 
Neat in limb and fair in. feature, 
Full of Kindneſs and good-nature, 
Prove as kind again to ſhe; 
Happy mortal to poffeſs her, 
In your boſom warm and preſs her, 
Morning, noon and night careſs her, 
And be fond as fond can be. 


But if one you meet that's froward, 

Saucy, jilting and untowards, 

Should you act the whin! ing coward, 
"Tis to mend her ne'er the hit; 

Nothing's tough enough to bind her, 

Then a-gog when once you find her, 

Let her go and never mind her, 
Heart alive you're fairly quit, 


SONG XCVIIL 
Damoa and Polly.. 


Y cautious mother t'other day 
M _ Cry'd, Polly, mind me do, 
| +. iv. 


I: ſaw 


| 


( m2 ) 


1 faw young Damon come this way, 
And fear ne eame to you : 

You know he's gay and thought a rake, 
So never welcome make bim; 5 

Thus I got ſcolded for bis ſake, 
I with the deuce may take him. 


It's true I met him in a grove, 
He gently claſp'd my hand, 
Then ſigh'd and talk'd more things of love 
- Then l could underſtand; 
And who'd have thought that we were ſeen * 
But of ſuch tricks 111 break him; 
If he won't tell me what they mean, 
The deuce ſure ought to take him. 


I often fee] my boſom glow . 
With warmth I never knew, 
If this be love that haunts me ſo, 
What can a virgin do? - 
Indeed for pipe, for dance and ſong, 
Gainſt ev'ry ſwain I'd take him, 
But if ke tantalizes long 
I hope the deuce will take him. . 


They fay from wedlock ſprings delight, 
Then let him ſpeak his mind, 
I've no object ion to unite 
With one fo fond and kind : 
My mother tho' too apt to pry, 
lo diſoblige I'm loath, 
Howe'er I'll wed, then all her cry, 
Will be deuce take you both. 


; 
SONS 


a 13 * 
$0NG XCIX. 
4 SONG pon SONGS. 


O ME every briſk ſoul” 
Who delights in a bowl, 
"ln mirth, or what to it belongs; 5. 
Attend to my verſe, 
While here I rehearſe, 
To pleaſe you, a: ſong upon ſongs. 


But firſt, I declare, 
To him who to hear. 
This little original longs ; 5: 
Let him think what he will, 
| Nought offenſive or ill, 
Is contain d in this ſong upon ſongs. 


Great ſtateſman conceal 
Their ſchemes Wheel in u heel, 
And under difguiſe commit wrongs;, 
L no body hurt, 
But contribute to mirth, 
By writing a ſong upon ſongs. 


The boiſterous knave, | 
Who pretends to be brave, 
And boaſts of his fights and ding TEA $; 
When put to the teſt, 
How fallen his creſt, 
And his courage a ſong upon ſongs.. 


The clergy reſort 
To ſuperiors at court, 
And crave far fat livings in throngs; 


L 3 


While 


4 
( 114 } 


While I, with low aim, 
Aſpire me, 
In ſcribling a ſong upon —_ 


Tafte differs in alt, 
In great and in ſmall, 
A hobby-hor ſe to all belongs 3 ; 
A girl, ball, or play, 
A review, or birth-day, 
Or even a ſong upon ſongs. 


Guitars with ſome ſuit, 
Some a fiddle, or flute, 


And ſome love a poker and tongs; 
Some admire duetto's | 


And others cantato's, 
And ochers my fong upon ſongs. 


Let all who've the ſpleen, 
Buy this magazine, 


Such properties to it belongs; 
It will give them a cure 


As certain and ſure, 
As this is a ſong upon ſongs, 


hut if you proceed, 
And continue to read, 


Each ſong which to this book belongs; 
You'll own, I believe, 


Many pleaſures can give, | 
Beſide this our ſong upon * 


SONG 


Enn 
SONG C. 


HEN firſt fimple Strephon perceiv'd that his 
heart. 3 | 
Was touch'd with Cupid's invincible dart; 
Tho' urg'd by his paſſion, the nymph to purſue, 
His courage could only ſay, how dye do? 


But finding love's fire to burn very ftrong, | 
And found that her heart would be touch d ere tw 

long ; 
On a different plan he began trait to woo, 
And ſeizing her hand, cry'd my dear, how d'ye do? 


oy 


Obſerving this freedom not taken amiſs, 

He ventur'd her lips to ſalute with a kiſs ; 

Then vow d that ſuch pleafure before never knew, 
So kiſs'd her again with a——how d'ye do? 


In a very ſhort time he next begg'd of the fair, 
She'd take a walk with him, it matters not where: 
Where, ſome how or other, 'tis certainly true, 


He won the nymph's heart with his—how d'ye da? 


SONG CI, 
TEMPLE GALLANTRY. | 
Or the Antorney's Clerk's Deſcription of his Miftreſs. | 


FRA beauties I wiſh to engroſs, fir, 
In rhyme I will fairly tranſcribe; | 
You'll find, when her charms I diſcloſe, fir, 


A judge or a baron they'd bribe, 


1 


Her 


( 116 ) 


Her ſk in as crown paper is white, fir, 

And ſmooth as a clarify'd quill ; 

© To#0py her charms I delight, fir 
And think twenty ſheets I could fill. - 


Her waiſt is as firaight as a ruler, 
And black as my ink is her hair; 
But, faith, if ſhe grows any cooler, 
I ſhall very ſhortly deſpair. 


Her eyes like my filver ſtand ſhines, fir, 
Wa + lips, like the Dutch wax, are red; 
She's ſurely bf Tineage divine, fr, 

And muſt be a goddeſs in bed. 


Like a pleader ſhe charms when fhe talks, ſir, 
And looks Iike a judge in her chair; 
As grand as a councellor walks, ſir, 
And is worth a thouſand, I ſwear.. 


Her teeth, like my ivory knife, fir, 

Are beautiful, gloſſy, and white; 

Ah! may ſhe but once be my wife, ſir, 
Ill love her all day and all night.. 


. 


4. 


TALBOUONDG: ef.“ 
20 ODAMANT ADO 


F all the cant words the 1 now affords, 
| Their meaning, their ſound, or intention,. 
When all's ſaid and done, I'll bet two to one, 
They'll never beat what I now mention. 


Theſe 


en 


Theſe pleaſe but a few of theraſcally crew, 
The beaux monde you'll never perſuado; 
The barber or ſhaver, or what elſe you have, fir, 

Can pleaſe like dear Rhodamantado. 


The ſwaggering blade, with long fword and cockade, 
Who bullies and ftruts like a Hector, 

You may think what you will, tis evident ſtill, 
That Rhodamantade's his director: 

For if it ſhould hap, that he meets a ſtout fop, 
Who minds not his puff and rado; 

His carriage you'll ſmoak, he'll Mi cry tis a jobs” 5 
And — meant — 


4 
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The ladies ſo pretty, ſo charming and witty; 
Who ogle, who trip, and coquet it; 

When you preſs for the bliſs, cry fie, tis amiſs, 
And in vain your endeavour to get it: | 

Yet this is all ſham, mere baffle and flam, 
And only the tricks of their trado; 

For if you ſtand ſtout, their virtue ll give out, 
And prove only Rhodamantado. 


The men of the law, who a brief can well draw, 
And tell you the cauſe is quite good, fir ; 
When 3 put in your plea you muſt tip him the 
„ 
Or you 11 find you've miſunderſtood, ſir; 
'Tis pioney's the ſenſe, and the full evidence, 
Aud the law without this is delay'do ; | 
You way rave, ſtamp, and fare, or bully and ſwear, 
'Twill prove but mere Rhodamantado. 


Vos 


8 


Of a bad bargair make "7 beſt, 


( 118 ) 
Yon prig i there in black, hark! he tips Fou the clack, 


With ture his ſermon i is cramm'd, fir ; 
Tho his 122 enetic rage makes him rail at the age, 
And fears you are totally damn'd, fir : 
Vet tis only the trade of this pragmatick blade, 
To himſelf he's not quite ſo hardo, _ 
For he'll 2 , fing and kiſs, and cry what harm, is 
in!this 
Which proves he means Rhodamantado, 


Then, let each jolly foul puſh round the bowl, 
And give up his mind to delight, fir ; 

With hearts full of glee, let us ſtill merry be, 
And chearfully ſpend day and night, fr; | 

And leſt now my ſong you begin to think long, 
And ccy tis the dulleſt cremadoe, 

Without much ado, III agree, firs, with you, 
That my fnging 1 is Rbodamantado. 


a 8 ON G Cin. 


I LL your glaſſes, baniſh orief, 
Laugh, and worldly cares deſpiſe: 
Sorrow ne er can bring relief; 
/ Foy from drinking; will ariſe, 
Why ſhould we wrinkled care, | 
Change whit nature made ſo fair? [It 4 13F 
Drink, and fet your hearts at reſt, . 


some purſge the winged wel, 


Some to honour do afpice ; 
Give- 


( 19.) 


Give me freedom, give me health, 
There's the ſum of my deſire. 
What the world can more; preſent, 
Will not add to my content; - 
Drink, and ſet your minds at reſt, 


Quict of mind is always belt. . _y SET | 


Buſy brains, we know, alas! 
Wich imaginations run, 
Like the ſand in th' hour glaſs, 
Turn'd and turn'd, and ills runs on. 
Never knowing when to ſtay, 3 
But uneaſy ev ry way; | 
Drink and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Peace of mind is always beſt. 


Mirth, when mingled with our wine, 
Makes the heart alert and free ; : 

Let it rain or ſnow or ſhine, 
Still the ſame thing 'tis with me. 

There's no fence againſt our fate, 

Changes daily on us wait ; 
Drink and ſet your hearts at reſt, 
Of a bad bargain make the be ſt. 


s ON G CIV. b 5 
WEDLOCK:, r 


F all the various ſtates of life, 
Sure wedlock is the beſt, 
For in a faithful loving wife, 


A man is ſurely bleſt. . 


* 
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Of all the joys this world can give, 
All kinds of earthly bliſs, 

There's none can equal, as I live, 
The matrimonial kiſs. 


How ſweetly glides the time away, 
When fitting by his wife, 

The happy ſpouſe with joy can ſay, 
Come kiſs me, my dear life. | 


When worldly cares perplex and gall, | 


And threaten rude alarms, ' 
The married man forgets. them all, 
When in his wife's dear arms. 


Not Hy bla's fam'd poetic grove, 
With all its fable'd ſweets, 
Can equal thoſe of wedded love, 

Betwixt the lawful ſheets. 


How joyous is the happy dad, 

How ſwells his heart with glee, 
When little Poll, or Sall, or Ned, 
He dandles on his knee. 


And now to pay me for my ſong, 
Pray all your wiſhes join, 

That ere the time be very long, 
Some ſweet girl may be mine. 


Sing the laft verſe twice over. 


* 


SONG 
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SONG CV, 
Merry Baeckus 


JACCHUS when merry beſtriding his tun, 
Proclaim'd a new neighbourly feaſt ; 

Ide firſt that appear d was a man of the gown, 
A jolly p arochial prieſt ; 

He 15 d up Eis bowl, drank healths to the church, 
Preferring it to the king, 

Altho' he long fmce left both in the lurch, 
Yet he chanted like any thing. 


The next was a talkative blade, whom we call 
A doctor of the civil law, 

Who guzzled and drank up the devil and all, 
As faſt as the drawers could draw: 

But healths to all nobles he ſtiffly deny d, 

- Tho luſtily he could ſill, 
Becauſe ftill the fafler the quality dy'd 

It brought the more griſt to his mill. 


The next was a P hyfician to ladies and lords, 
Who eaſes all fickneſs and pain, 

And conjures diſtempers away with hard words, 
Which he knows is the head of his gain; 

He ſtep'd from his coach, fill'd his cup to the brim, 
And quafting did freely agree, 

That Bacchus, who 2 us ſuch cordials to drink, 
Was a better phyſician an he. 


The next was a juſtice who never read law, 


Wich twenty informers behind, 
On free - coſt he tippled, and ſtill bid em draw, 


Till his worſhip had drunk himſelf blind; 
© Then 


K. 122 


Then reeling . they all rambled in queſt 
Of drunkatds, and jilts of the town, 


That they might be puniſh d 10-frighten the reſt, 
Except they wou d drop ham a crown, 


The fifth was a tricking attorney at law, 
By tally-men'chiefly employ d, 
Who lengthen'd his bill with co-by and maw-drams 
And à hundred ſuch items befide ; 
The healths that he drank was to Weftminfter-hall, 
And to all the grave dons of the gown, ad 
Rependum & Petro, dorendum & Paul, 
Such Latin as never was known. 


The laſt that, appear was a ſoldier in red, 
With his hair doubled under his hat. 

Who was by his trade a fine gentleman made, 
Tho' as hungry and poor as a rat: 

He ſwore by his G-, tho he liy'd by his king, 
Or the help of ſome impudent punk, 

That he wou'd not depart till he made the butt fing, 
And himſelf moſt confoundedly drunk. 


- $ONG ci. 
4 WELCH SONG, 


OT ſpluuer o'nails, 

Hur was come from North Wales, 
To try her good fortune in London; ; 
But oh! hur heart, 

Hur fears 3 ghar 


Alas! hur for ever is undone, 


For 


3 


For as hur was coing, 


With Shenkin and Owen, | 
To pray to goot Tavit hur ſaint, firs. Þ 

A young tamſel hur met «x 

Put hur all in a ſweat, ; 28 


Goot lack hur was ready to faint, fr. 


80 pright was her e es, 
As the ftars in the ſkies, 
Hur lips were like rupies ſo fine, fir ; 
Hur cheeks were o'er ſpread, 
With a ſweet white and red, 
She look't like an angel divine, fir, 


When ſhe ſpoke, how hur voice 
Made her poſome-rejoice'!  . 0 
So charming and prafe were bar-wotds, fry 52 
The wood- lark or thruſh, K 
That ſing on a puſh,” | 
No accents ſo ſweet can afford, A 


Since that luckleſghour, 
So creat is love's power, 

Hur croans and ſays notbing put hoigh t = 
Put her paſſion, hur fear, 
Hur can never declare, | 
For the laſs. was as crand as a lady, * 
Vet true lovers all, 
When you hear of. hur fall, 

Oer hur crave ſhed a tear out of pity ; 
For ſo earneſt hur eraves, 
Hur ſhall tie hur believes, "16M 
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SONG cui. 


Love and Beauty. 
EARCH the world, 'tis love and beauty, 
Sways in general all mankind ; 
And 'tis merely but a duty, 
By dame Nature's law we find. 
Still we roam in ſearch of pleaſure, 
Which by no criterion's known ; 
Esch according to his leiſure, 


Makes one particular Eis own. 


Some love wealth, and ſome the bottle, 
Some to figh at beauty s feet; | 
Some to pore o'er Ariſtotle, | 
Some to lie, and ſome to cheat : 
Some are firuck with deep devotion, 
Heav'n alone their boſoms fill; | 
Some the perils of the ocean, 0 
Some the mead and pur! ng rill. 


Some love peace, and ſome love fighting, 
And ſome the glories of the chace z * 
I, in pot try delighting, 
Sing the charms o Delia's face. 
Make me happy with that fair one, 
Wich a bottle and a friend; , 
The reft, who will, may have, I care none, 
Nor what more the fates in tend. : 
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The Jolly Soul. 
ME each jolly ſoul 


CN Who — a full bowl, 


And to revel and roar time away ! With 


With good liquor in view, 
Old care we'll purſue, s 
And ei be happy and gay. 


Let each dull priggiſh parſon 
Still carry the farce on, 

And preach up that drinking's a ſin 
Let him ſtick to his text, 
I ſhall not be vext, 


—_ 


But heed not his prating a pin. 
Let the doctor look big, 
Wich his Dalmahoy wig, 
Of temperance talk very grave; 
Each pill and each flop, 
He may keep in his ſnop, | 
For none of his potions I'll have.. 
Let the grave 1 eit, 


Who hates wine and wit, 


Mind his counter or buſineſs at mer 


To the hogſhead or tun, 
Alternate we'll run, 
Like Topers we'll ramble and roam. 


Let patriots prate, 
How they help the ſtate, . 
Look wond'rous-formal and wiſe ;: 
By the power of drinking, 
Without any thinking, | 
We do Wore, for we belpthe exciſe. 
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SONG CX. 
Love and Wedlock. 


O love and be lov'd, how tranſporting the bliſs, 
To give, and receive, the foft conjugal kits; 
To ſee a youg race of ſweet prattlers around, - 
Is a pleaſure ſuperior to all can be found. 


Let libertines rail at the joys they ne er know, 
Such joys as from rambling can ſure never flow, 
A bottle and Thais may pleaſe for a night, 
But wedlock aftords never fading delight. 


Tho' cenſure may ſeem to have room for its rage, 

In this money- job, ſcandalous, match making age; 
When parents and guardians their children diſpoſe, _ 
As chapmen at Smithfield buy horſes and cows, . - 


Yet calmly confider true love as the ſource, 

And wedlock will ſurely be happy of courſe : 

Yet a competent fortune will certainly pleaſe, 
For life is ſcarce life unleſs'd paſs'd thro with eaſe. 


'Tis prudent, I own, ere you marry, to ſee 

If your means will ſupport a wife eaſy and free; 
For cavils in wedlock will riſe to be ſure, 

When induſtry can't keep the wolf from the door. 


But when Fortune and love both together combine, 
And beauty and fenſe too as mutually join ; 

Let them rail on who will, I am certain of this, 
That wedlock ſo plann'd, is the height of all bliſs, 
SHO 7G E TOASTS 
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| The rapturous bliſs, of an extatic kiſs, 
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'TOASTS and SENTIMENTS. 


AY we have in our arms what we love in our - 
W 

Here's to't and to it, and to they that can do it, and 
he that can't, let him never come to it. 

Up with the linnen, and down with the claret, 

The ſportſman's fight, in the fields of delight. 

Liberty, property, and no exciſe, 

Ihe father of all ſaints. Io 

The mark of Cupid's archery. 


Health, peace and plenty. 
TRAM paſſions be flaves to us, not we to our paſs 
ns. 

May love and reaſon be friends, and beauty and pru- 

- dence mar 

May no good fell low be a ſlave, nor no churl be free. 

Reputation to the mind, and defamation to the 7 | 

The beſt in the buſh. 

May — ink flow freely from "the pen of Cupid's 

dlerk. 

May each buck catch his doe, and each rogue catch the 
itch, 

May our repreſentatives ſtrenuouſly defend what they, 

dave wiſely refolved, 

May all honeft ſouls. find a friend in need. 

May the miſer grow poor, and the benevolent rich. 

Adam's dagger. | 

May trade increaſe, and faction ceaſe, _ 

May the king know tightly his prerogatives, and the 
ſubject his privilege. 

The cormorant, Bites the head, and eats the da 


a” 
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The one eyed ſtag. 

May the ſtreams of rapture meet each other, and ſeize 
life in the middle current. 

Girls fair, fond and friſky. 

May the cuſhion of life be thump'd by the club of vi- 


May the men leave roving, and women deceit. 
May the perpendicular of life be let fall on the point 
| of pleaſure. 
May a languiſhing maid reap fruit from poſſeſſion, 
May our members ftand ftiff to he commoditiss of 
Great Britain. N 
May ev'ry britiſh officer poſſeſs Wolf 's conduct and 
courage, but not meet with bis fate. | 
May the enemies of Great Britain have an urchin's fad- 
7 dle, a cobweb pair of 5 a rough woning: 
- horſe, and a long journey. 
awe] never want. a friend, nor a bottle to give 
dg. 7 
May he'who wants friendſhip, alſo want friends. 
May the fingle be married, and the married be happy.. 
we never want vigour, when we come to a thift.. 
May the Paſſions of women, be ſtronger than the me 
"jotice of education. 
May our joy and vigour be limited, and both be ex- 
tenſtye. 
| May the joys with the fair, give pleaſure to the heart,. 
ws our happineſs he fincere, and our joys be 
aſting, 
May the — of onr joys, be equal to_ the firſt: 
attack. - 
May mutual love be attended with N repeticion 
| 208 gear... 
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May our pleaſures be boundleſs, while we have tne 
to enjoy them. | 

The faireft, the brighteſt, the blackeſt, the whiteſt, 

The love of liberty, and liberty in love. 

Life, love, and liberty. | 

Money to him that hath ſpirit to uſe it; and life to 
him that hath courage to loſe it. 

Great men honeſt, and honeſt men great. 

May every honeſt man have his right, and m_ rogue 
a halter. 

Extream unction to dying virginity, - 

The ſhrub that flowers monthly, and is in ſeaſon all | 

dhe year. 

Health of body, peace of mind, a clean ſhirt and 4 

ö guinea, 

Health, peace, and plenty, 

All our wants and wiſhes, and all our wanton wiſhes, 

Kiſs whom we pleaſe, and pleaſe whom we kiſs. 

The eye that weeps moſt, when, it is beſt and moſt 
pleaſed, 

Equal joy in the critical minute. 

: Succeſs to the lover, honour to the brave, | 

Health to the ſick, and freedom to the ſlave. 11 

The cock, that treads his hen, | 

Flutters his wings, and treads again. A 3 

The ſweeteſt when naked. | : 

Girls neat and clean, 

Conſtancv in love, and fincerity in friendſhip. 

The beſt in chriſtendom. 

Health in freedom, ahd content in bondage, 

Succeſs to the lover, and j joy to the beloved. 

The pleaſures of imagination realized. 

Tae door of the world, and the knocker chereto, 

Ibe fountain i in Hare- court. 


* 


May we be ſlaves to nothing but our duty, and friends 
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The:man of penetration, and irl of capa 
May our pleaſures be boundle white we we 20. Power 
to enjoy them, | 
General Splitbeard and his two aid de camps. 
The buſh under the hill. 
-Afmooth ſurface upon a rou water fall. 
Days of eaſe, and nights of pleaſure. 
Good ſtore of metal, and od mould to caft it in, 
oY ner confcience be ſound tho our fortune be 
* 
May ts — tation never conquer Vine, 
Tre pleaſures of pleafing. | 
| May we never ſwear 2 tradeſman —5 of his due, or 
| a credutous-girl out of her virtue. 


to nothing but merit. - 


” Pleaſures that pleaſe on reflection. 


May we be rich in friends rather than money. 

May thoſe who inherit the title * by birth, 

dieſerve it by their lives. 
To the ſteady friends of Britain. 
May the enemies of great Britain never eat the — 
thereof, or if they do, be choak'd with the firſt bit. 

The King to the laws, and the church to the bible. 
May he who has neither wife, miſtreſs, or eſtate in 


3 erer have any ſhare: in he government 


of it. 
That freemen may never more be confder'd as wy 
perty to be led to market. 
The magic ring, 
What we -ſpeak leaſt of, think. moſt of; and wiſh for 
night and morning. 


May te man we love be bone, and the lag we live L 


in tree. 
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Honour and influence to the public ſpirited patrons of 


trade. 
Here's to all true hearts and ſound bottoms,” 
May contempt be the fate of ſuch among us as ſtrut in 
foreign foppery to the deſtruction of the trade and 
manuf ictures of England. 
—＋ the Stone cutter. 

— 4 — ever continue in the friends of England.” 
Girls freſh, clean, kind, and willing. 
Commuaity, unity, navigation and trade. 
More friends and leſs nerd of them. : 
Here's to the man that dares be honeſt in the worſt of 
times. 

\ Here's to the ſlut flip-hod, and to the ſlip-ſhod ſlut. 
Here's a health to the thiſtle fifter, with a. * i full of 
ſißted thiſtles, and a ſieve full of unſifted We 
Long may we live, happy may we be, 
} Bleft with content and from misfortunes free. 
May Wilkes turn out a ſcoundrel. 8 
May he that made the devil take us all. <<. 
| The key that lets the man in and the maid out. 
WM The grave that bury: s the living, and caſts up: the 
dead. | 
The bird in the hand and then in the buſh, 
Delicate pleaſures to ſuſceptible minds, 
The harveſt of life, love, wit, and good * 
The friend we love, and the woman we dare truſt. 
Ihe art of making feet for children's ſtockings. 
The firſt game ever wy S 
The nice houfe maid. ED 
The pleaſure we enjoy face to face. 
Horſes ſtrong, foxes plenty, 
Men ſtout, and women healthy. 
May wad never want, who have * to ſpend. - 
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May we always have a friend, and we his value, 
May hemp bind him, whom honour can t. 
The agreeable rubs of life. 
I Wbe magical monoſy llable. 
| A good wife and a great many or Mobs 
| - The loſing gameſters. 
The road to a chriſtening. , 

A game at all fours, and whift afterwards. | 
| Cupid's pincuſhion. -) 
A head to earn, and a heart to ſpend. 

The two friends who weep at meeting. 

What charms, arms and diſarms. 

| May we pleafe and be pleaſcd. 

| The female CEconomiſt. 

The union of two fond hearts. 

; A woman's ſmall and large beauties. 

4 Ligonier's Livery. 

| Love for love. 

Love, fire, and frolick. 

1 Your love for mine, and ours for that of the company. 
Cove and opportunity. 

Succeſs to our hopes, and enjoyment to-our wiſhes, 
{  Tiſte to our pleaſure, and pleaſure to our tafte, 
Health, joy, and mutual love. 

Conſtancy i in love, and ſincerity in friendfbi b. 
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